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© a forncn ParoDY on the Song of | 


© Rule Britannia," 


HEN Britons fuit, by Heaven's | 
4% 4 Command, ö 
Atoſe from out the azure main, | Wo 3 
This was the Charter of the land, 0 
And Guardian Angels ſung this ſtrain: . 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, 8 i 
Britons never will be ſlaves. | 


To ſpread bright Freedom's gentle ſway, 
Your ifle too narrow for its bound | 
We trac'd wide Ocean's trackleſę wa 
And here a ſafe aſylum found. | 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, — 
| | 
| 


V, + 
* 
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But rule us juſtly not like ſlaves. 


While we were ſimple, you grew great; 
Now, fwell'd with luxury and pride, 
You pierce our peaceful free retrezt, | 
And haſte t' inflave with giant liride, | 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, Loo 
But rule us juſtly—not like flaves. 5 57 


Thee haughty Tyrants ne*er could tame; 
All their attempts to pull thee down 
Did but arouſe thy generous flanie, 7 "of 

And work their woe and thy renown. : . | 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, 
Britons then would ne'er be ſlaves. Fro | 


Let us, your ſons, by Freedom warm d, A * 4 
Your own example keep in view | 4 
Gainſt tyranny be ever arm'd, 
Tho' we our Tyrant find in you. 
Raule, Britannia, rule the waves, 
Bur never ma te your children ſlaves. 


Win juſtice and with wiſdom reign, 
We then with thee will firmly join 
o make thee Miſtreſs of the main, 
And every ſhore which circles thine. 

Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, 

But ne'er degrade your ſons to ſlaves. 


When life glides ſlowly thro' thy veins, 
We'll then our filial fondneſs prove, 

Bound only by the welcome chains 
Of duty, gratitude, and love, 

Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, 

But never make your children ſlaves. 


Pur youth ſhall prop thy tott'ring age, 
Our vigour nerve thy feeble arm : 

In vain thy foes ſhall ſpend their rage, 
We'll ſhield thee ſafe from ev'ry harm. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, 

Bat never make your children ſlaves, 


For thee we'll toil with chearful heart, 
s We'll labour but we w1LL be free z 
Our growth and ſtrength to thee impart, 
And all our treaſures bring to thee. 
Rule, Britannia, rule the waves, 


We're ſubjes,, N S ſlaves. 


P. 8. 
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TO THE 


LOVERS of MUSIC, 
In tbe Unirep STATES of AMERICA; 
Lapiss and GENTLEMEN, 


T has been a ſubject of conſiderable 
regret, that a Collection of the beſt 


| Modern Songs, not only the production 


of America, but likewiſe . thoſe of Bri- 


tain has never before appeared en this 
continent. 


To remedy hah. LR Editors have 


been at conſiderable labour in collectin 


from the moſt Eſteem'd Song Books, 
publiſh'd in Europe, a compilation, ſuit- 
able in lome degree to this country. 


To this collection the Fair Americans 
may ſafely have recourſe, without the 


the ſtart of a bluſh upon their cheeks, or 


oftending the moſt rigid virtue; nor can 
the Gentlemen be more pleaſed by the 
particular attention ſhewn to the Ladies, 
than by the compliment we pay to their 
good ſenſe, in avoiding all manner of in- 


decent ſongs and double entendres. 


_ Here 


( iv ) 
Here will be found a number of origi- 
nal Songs, the production of the American 
Muſe : We are only ſorry it has not been 
in our power to collect a greater number 
of theſe at the preſent time Bur, 
providing the preſent volume meets with 
encouragement from the Public, the Edi- 
tors have it in Contemplation to Publiſh 
a Second, when, they flatter themſelves, 
they will be able to exhibit the moſt of 
the Principal Songs wrote in the United 
States. However, if in this Col- 
lection we have put a chearful and enter- 
raining Companion into the hands of the 
Ladies and Gentlemen of America, we 
_ truſt, on their part, they will encourage 
the riſing arts of their native country, 
which will particularly oblige their very 
humble ſervants, © 


The PUBLISHERS. 
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Adieu ye jovial youths who join 47 
As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight 64 
At the ſign of the horſe - 65 
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I figh and lament me in vain 
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* I Delia's beauties would diſcloſe 
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I'll fing of my lover all night and all day 

I dreamt I ſaw a piteous fight 


In my pleaſant native plains 3 
In winna marry ony man but Sandy o'er th 
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Jolly mortals fill your glaſſes 
In all mankind's promiſcuous race 


L — 


Leave neighbours your work - 
Let the tempeſt ot war 

Let grave divines preach up dull rules 
Lovely nymph now ceaſe to languiſh 
Let the gay ones and great 


Laſt Valentine's day, when bright Phoebus 


ſhone clear = - 
Lord, fir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy 
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Loves' a gentle, gen'rous paſſion 
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Leave kindred and friends ſweet Betty 
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Muſic how pow'rful is thy charm 
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My days have been ſo wond'rous free 


My Pepgy is a young thing — 
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Patie is a lover gay „ 
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AMERICAN SONGSTER. 


On che Bir of his ExXTCEII. 
GEORGE WASHINGTON, Blat 
By a Citizen of Virginia. 
[Tune ( God fave the Ning. 
I. H“ L godlike Waſhington! 


Fair Freedom's choſen ſon, 
Born to command: 
While this great globe ſhall roll, 
Thy deeds from pole to pole, 
Shall ſhake Columbia's ſoul 
With virtuous praiſe, 
C H GR U 14 
Millions unborn to ſave, 
Freedom to worlds he gave, 
Liberty's Chief! 
Terrific God of War, 
Seated in Vict'ry's car, 
Fame hails him from afar, 
Virginia's boaſt. 
II. Flowrets of bliſs adorn 
The bright auſpicious morn, 
Breathing delight. 
Let the loud cannon roar, 
Joyful, from ſhore to ſhore ; 
Phoebus did ne'er explore, 


So happy a day: | 
Chor, Millions, &e. 
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III. When 22828 s atmoſphere, 
Clouded with gloomy care 
| aſhington view'd : 
He with heroic pride, 
Stemm'd dire Oppreſſion's tide, 
And made the world deride 
Britain's diſgrace. 
- * Chor. Millions, &c. 
IV. When Howe with venal bands, 
Delug'd our penſive lands, 
Britain's weak rod! 
Fabius by wiſe delays, 
Liberty's cauſe to raiſe, 


To his immortal praiſe, 
| Trenton ſubdu'd. 


Chor. Millions, &c; 
V. Fayette, the juſt and good, 
Spilt Gallia's noble blood * 
Por the diſtreſs'd: 
May this auſpicious day, 
Gratitude's tribute pay, 
And breathe a joyous lay, 
Sacred to him. 
Chor. Millions, &c. 
VI. Let us in rapture ſing, 
Of Louis the patriot King, 
Virtue's ſupport : 
Who with unſhaken zeal, 
Aided our common weal, 
And fixed friendſhip's ſeol 
To the New World. 
. Chor. Millions, &c. 
VII. See gallant Rochambeau! 
7 | Tyranny's deadly foe, 1 
| Liberty's ſhield E bus dl 1 


ins Meding to his receiving a ; wound at Brandy- 


SONGSTER, P 


Victory draws her ſword 
To capture the warlike Lord * 
Whom Parliament ador'd, 
| Britannia's pride. 
Chor. Millions, &c, 
VIII. Now Albion's ſons are fled, SO 
Liberty rears her head, 
| Smiling in ſcorn, 
May her great Hero's name, Dy 
Fill the loud trump of Fame, 
And ages unborn proclaim, 
Great Waſhington. 
1 Chor. Millions, &c. 
3 IX. Next in our theme ſhall be, 
a Prince of Philoſophy, 
— Franklin the Sage: 
= . Who gave to light'ning laws, 
$ Taught from effects the cauſe, 
What fire etherial was: 
Of wiſdom the Chief. 
Chor. Millions, &c. 
X. The Goddeſs of Peace to come, 
Lighting with downy plume 
On Freedom's ſhrine : 
She from fell Tyranny, 
Wreſted fair Liberty, 
And bid a world be free, 
Through Waſhington, 
| Chor. Millions, &e. 
XI. Commerce unfurls her ſails, 
Wafted by gentle gales, 
Orer the deep: 
; And in her ſmiling train, 
4 Brings in her pleaſing gain, 
1 And from the wealthy main . 
Hails Freedom's gifts. 
Chor. Millions, &c. 


* Lord Cornwallis taken at Lork- Town. ET 
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XII. Ambition's ſtorm that blows, 
Ruffles not his repoſe, 
Bleſt in retreat: 
Wiſdom perſuaſive flows, 
Virtue refulgent glows, 
In ſpeech and act he ſhews 
Friendſhip and truths 
| Chor. Millions, &e. 
XIII. Guardian of civil laws. | 
Saviour of Freedom's cauſe, | 
MWaſmzington ſtands: 
May his light ſpirit fly, 
And claim its native ſky, 


= Free from each earthly figh, 
| To HEAVEN aſcend. 


l | Chor. Millions, &c. 
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The power of Muſic; by Mr. SmiTH. 


Jvc. how pow'rful is thy charm |! 
That can the fierceſt rage diſarm, 
Calm paſſions in a human breait, 

And lull ev'n jealouſy to reſt ; 

With amorous thoughts the ſoul inſpire 
Or kindle up a warlike fire, 


So great is mujic's pow'r. 


Amphion, with bis tuneful lyre, 

Could rocks remove, aud ſtones inſpire; 
Command a city to ariſe, 

And lofty buildings touch the ſſcies; 

While ſtones, obedient to his call, 

Harmontous mov'd, and form dea wall. 


l 


In ſafety o'er the ſeas be paſt: 
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For, mounted like the occan's god, 

Upon a dolphin's back he rode, 
Whilſt ſhoals of fiſhes flock'd around, | 14 
Well plcas'd drank in the charming found, | 


Sad Orpheus, through hell's dreary coaſt, 
Was ſeeking for his conſort loſt, 

His muſic drew the ghoſts along, 

And furies liſten'd to his ſong; 

His ſong could Cheron's rage diſarm, 
And Pluto and his confort charm. 


- - — — rr IE * 


Inflam'd by muſic ſoldiers fight, 
Jnſpir'd by mulic poets write; 
Mulic can heal the lover's wounds, 
And calm fierce rage by gentle ſounds 
Ptuloſophy attempts in vain, 
What mutic can with eaſe attain. 

So great is muſic's paw*r. 


The Birks of Invermay. 


1 ſmiling morn, the breathing ſpring. 
Invite the tuneful birds to ſing; 

Aud while they warble from each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay: 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 

Like them improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day 

Among the birks of Invermay. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 

And age, life's winter, will appear; 
At this thy lively bloom will fade, 

As that will trip the verdant ſhade : 

Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 

The ſeather'd ſongſters pleaſe no more; 
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And hen they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the birks * Invermay. 


The lav' rocks now and lintwhites ſing, 

The rocks around with echoes ring, 

The mavis and the blackbird vye 

In tuneful ſtrains to glad the day; 

The woods now wear their ſummer- ſuits, 
To mirth all nature now invites; 
Let us be blytheſume then and gay, 
Among the birks of Invermay, 


Behold the hills and vales around 
With lowing herbs and flocks abound ; 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs 

Gambol and dance about their dams ; 

The buſy bees with humming noiſe, 
And all the reptile kind rejoice ; 

Let us, like them, then ſing and play 

About the birks of Invermay. | 


Hark how the waters, as they fall, 
Loudly my love to gladneſs call; 

The wanton waves ſport in the beams, 
And fiſhes play throughout the ſtreams; 
The circling ſun does now advance, 
And all the planets round him dance; 
Let us as jovial be as they 

Among the birks of Invermay. 
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The BaTTLE of the KES. 
By the Hon. F. H. Eſq. 
[ Tune,— Maggy Lawder. ] 


ALLANTS attend, and hear a friend, 
Trill forth harmonious ditty : 
Strange things I'll tell, which late befel 
Ja Philadelphia city. 


'T was early day, as poets ſay, 
Juſt when the ſun was riſing, 

A ſoldier ſtood, on log of wood, 
Aud ſaw a fight ſurpriſing. 


As in a maze, he ſtood to gaze, 
The truth can't be denied, fir, 
He ſpy'd a ſcore—of kegs or more, 
Come floating down the tide, fir, 


A ſailor too, in jerkin blue, 
The ſtrange appearance viewings 
Firſt damn'd his eyes, in great ſurpriſe, 
Then ſaid—ſome miſchicf's brewing. 


Theſe KEGS now hold the rebels bold, 
Pack'd up like pickled herring : 

And they're come down t'attack the town, 
In this new way of ferrying. | 


The ſoldier flew, the failor too, 
And, ſcar'd almoſt to death, fir. 
Wore out their ſhoes, to ſpread the news, 
Ad ran till out of breath, fir. 


Now rp and down, throughout the town, 
Moſt frantic ſcenes were acted; 

And ſome ran here, and ſome ran there 
Like men almoſt diſt racted. 


Some fire cry*d, which ſome deny'd 
But ſaid the earth had quaked : 
And girls and boys, with hedious noiſe, 


Ran through the town half naked. 


+ Sir William he, ſnug.as a flea, 
Lay all this time a ſnoring, 


1 Sir Wm. Howe, 
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Nor dreamt of his, as he lay warm 
In bed with Mrs. L— g 


Now in a fright, he ſtarts upright, 
Awak'd by ſuch a clatter: 

He rubs 2 eyes. and boldly cries, 
For God's fake what's the matter ? | 


At his bed fide, | be then eſpy'd 
Sir Erſkine* at command, fir, 

Upon one foot, he had one boot, 
And t'other in his hand, fir 


Ariſe ! Ariſe ! Sir Erſkine cries 
The rebels—more's. the pity — 
Withcut a boat, are all on float, 


And rang'd before the city. 


The motly crew. in veſſels new, 
With Satan for their guide, fir, 
Pack'd up in bags, or wooden KEGS, 
Come driving down the tide, fir, 


There fore prepare for bloody war; 
| Theſe KEGS mutt all be ated: : 
Or ſurely we deſpis'd ſhall be; 
And Britiſh courage doubted. 


The royal * now ready ſtand. 
Alliang's in dread arr ay br, 
With ſtomach ſtout, to ſee it out, 
And make a bloody day, fir. 


The cannons roar, from ſhore to ſhore : 
The ſmall arms make a rattle : 

Since wars began, I'm ſure no man 
E'er ſaw ſo ſtrange a battle. 


* Sir W. Erſkine | 
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The rebel“ vales, the rebel dales, 
With rebel trees ſurrounded, 

The diſtant woods, the hills, and floods, 
With rebel echos ſounded. | 


The fiſh below ſwam to and fro 
Attack'd from ev'ry quarter: 

Why ſure, thought they, the dev “'s to pay, 
Mongſt folks above the water. 


The KEGS, *tis ſaid, tho? ſtrongly made, 
Of rebel ſtaves and hoops, ſir, 

Could not oppoſe their pow'rful foes, 
The conqu'ring Britiſh troops, fir, 


From morn to night, theſe men of might 
Diſplay'd amazing courage; 

And when the ſun was fairly down, 
Retir'd to ſup their porridge. 


An hundred men, with each a pen, 
Or more, upon my word, fir, 
It is moſt true, would be too low 
Their valour to record, fir. 


Such feats did they perform that day 

Upon theſe wicked KEGS, fir, 
That years to come, if they get-home, 
They'll make their boaſts and brags, fir, 


5 n — 


3 
: * 
— I 


Ew- Bug his, Marion. 


8 WII. ye go to the ew-bughts, Marion, 
And wear in the ſheep wi' me, 
The ſun ſhines ſweet, my Marion, 
But nae haff ſae ſweet as thee. . 3 
* The Britiſh officers were ſo fond of the word 
rebel, that they often pling ic moſt abſurdly, 
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O Marion's a bonny laſs, 
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And the blyth blinks in her ee; 
And fain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marion wad marry me. 


There's gowd in your garters, Marion, 
And ſilk on your white hauſe-bane ; 
Fu” fain wad I kiſs my Marion 
At 'en when I come hame. 
There's bra lads in Ernſlaw, Marion - 
Wa gape and glowr with their e'e, 
At kirk when they ſee my Marion; 
But nane of them lo'es like me. 


Te nine milk-ews, my Marion, 
A cow and a brawny quey 3 
T1 gie them a' to my Marion, 
uſt on her bridal-day : 
And ye's get a green ſey apron, 
And waiſtcpat of the London brown, 
And vow but ye will be vap'ring, | 
When'er ye gang to the town, 


I'm young and ſtout, my Marion; 
Nane _ like me on the green; 


And gin ye 


orſake me, Marion, 


I'll e'en draw up wi' Jean: 
' Sae put on your pearlius, Marion, 
And kyrtle of the cramaſie ; 
And ſoon as my chin has nae hair on, 


I ſhall come welt and ſee ye. 


— 


— 


Eurici Banks. 


N Ettrick banks, in a ſummer's night, 


At glowming when the ſheep drave hame, 


I met my laſſie braw and tight, | 
Come wading barefoot a? her lane: 


* 


SONGS TER. ir 


My heart grew light, I ran, I flang 
My arms about her lily neck, 

And kiſs'd and clapt her there fou lang, 
My words they were na mony feck. 


ſaid, My laſſie, will you go 

To the Highland bills, the Erſe to Jean's 
baith 'gi' thee a cow and ew, | 
When ye come to the brig of Earn. 

At Leith auld meal comes in, neter faſh, 
And herrings at the Broomy- law: 

Chear up your heart, my bonny laſs, 
There's gear to win we never ſaw. 


All day when we have wrought enough, 
When winter, froſts, and ſnaw begin 
Soon when the ſun gaes welt the loch, 
At night when ye fit down to ſpin, 
I'll ſcrew my pipes, and play a ſpring 3 
And thus the weary night we'll end, 
Till the tender kid and lamb- time bring 
Our pleaſant ſummer back again. 


Syne when the trees are in their bloom, 
And growans glent o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my laſs among the broom, 
And lead you to my ſummer ſhield, 
Then far frae a' their ſcornfu' din. 
That make the kindly hearts their ſport, 
We'll laugh, and kiſs, and dance and ſing, 
And gar the langeſt wy ſeem ſhort. 


— * 1 6 


The Banks of the 8 


Qiep epherds I have loſt my love, 
Have you ſeey my Anna? 

Pride of every ſhady grove, 
Upon the banks of Banna. 
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J for her my home forſook, 
Near yon miſty mountain, 

Left my flock, my pipe, my crook, 
Greenwood ſhade and fountain, 


Never ſhall I ſee them more 
Until her returning ; 

All the joys of life are o'er, | 
From gladneſs chang'd to mofirning. 

- Whither is my charmer flown ! | 
Shepherds tell me whither! 

Ah! woes me, perhaps ſhe's gone ; 
For ever and for ever. 


„ „ Duſty. Mabe. 
1 E duſky night rides down the ſky, 


And uſhers in the morn, 
The hounds all join in jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn; 

And a hunting we will go, & c. 


The wife around her huſband throws 
Her arms to make him ftay, 
My dear it rains, it hails, it blows, 
You cannot hunt to- dex. 
Vet a hunting we will go, &c. 


Sly Reynard now like light' ning flies, 
And ſweeps acroſs the vale, 
But when the hounds too near he ſpies 
He drops his buſhy tail. 
Then a hunting, &c. 


Fond echo ſeems to like the ſport, 
And join the jovial cry, 
The woods and hills the ſound retort, 
And muſic fills the ſky, 
When a hunting, &c. 


8 ONGS TER 


At laſt his ſtrength to faitneſs worn, * 
Poor Reynard ceaſes flight; | 
Then hungry homeward we return 
To feaſt away the night. 
And a drinking, &C. 


Ye jovial hunters in the morn 
Prepare then for the chace, 
Riſe at the ſounding of the horn, 
And health with ſport embrace, 
When a hunting, &c. 


1 — e th. * 1 a 
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Peggy ; 
NCE more I'll tune the vocal hell, 
To hills and dales my paſſion tell, 

A flame which time can never quell, 
That burns for thee, my Peggy: 
Yet guittar bards the lyre ſhall hit, 
Or ſay what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit, 
And bloom of lovely Peggy. 


The ſun firſt riſing ia the morn, | 
That paints the dew- beſpangled tharn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy : 

And when in Thetis' lap to reft, 

He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weft, 
She's not ſo beauteous as undrett 


Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the vilet blows, 
Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 
He does not half the ſweets diſcloſe 
As does my lovely Peggy. 


* This ſong was written in compliment to ifs, 
Weffington, : | 
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I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 

And truſt me, nought but truth I ſay, 
The fragrance of the blooming May 
Is not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 


Were ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleeting flocks I'd fleed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 

To pleaſe my lovely Peggy. 

With her a cottage would delight, 
All's happy when ſhe's in my fight ; 
But when ſhe's gone its endleſs night 
All's dark without my Peggy ! 


While bees from flower to flower ſhall rovey 
And linnets warble thro' the grove, 

Or ftately ſwans the rivers love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy: 

And when death with bis pointed dart 

Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 

My words Mall be, when I de epart, 
Adieu, my lovely Peggy!“ 


gn EEE 
"4 


The Miller's Wedding. 
LEAVE, neighbour?, your work, and to ſport 


and to play; 
Let the tabor ſtrike up. and the village be gay; ; 
No day thro? the year ſhall more cheerful be ſeen, 
For Ralph of the Mill marries Sue of the Green. 


CHO R U.$, 


J love Sue, and Sue loves me, 
And while the wind blowy, 
And while the mill goes, 
Whol be ſo happy, fo bappy as we! 


SONGSTER, 15 


Let lords and fine folks, who for wealth take a 
bride, | 
Be marry'd to day, and to-morrow be cloy'd; 
My body is ſtout, and my heart 1s as ſound, 
And my love, like my courage, will never give 
ground, | 
CrHoxus——T love Sue, &c. 


Let ladies of faſhion the beſt jointures wed, 
And prudeatly take the belt bidders to bed; 
Suck ſigning and ſealing's no part of our bliſs, 
We ſettle our hearts, and we ſcal with a kiſs. 
__Chorvs—— I love Sue, &c. 


Tho' Ralph is not courtly, nor none of your 
beaus, 
Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your fine 


cloaths, 
In nothing he'll follow the folks of high life, 
Nor e' er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 
Cnoxus II love Sue, &c. 


While thus I am able to work at my mill, 

While thus thou art kind, and thy tongue but lies 
Our joys ſhall continue, and ever be new, 

And none be ſo happy as Ralph and his Sue. 

| Chorus I love Sue, &c, 


— * — 
U 


K 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore 
That a lover once bleſt is a lover no more; 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has 
caught, 
The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your 


eye, 
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Your roſes and lilies may make the men ſigh; - 

But roſes, and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 

Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guittar, 

Tho” muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 

How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd en too much! 

The ſparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 

Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at com- 
mand; 

Exert with your huſband the ſame happy ill, 

For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your | 

will, I 

Be gay and goed homonr's, complying and kin 

Furn the chief of your care from your age to 
pour mind; 

Tis thus that a wife may her ESE improve, 
And * ſhall rivet the etters of 1 
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Song in V arlequin's Invaſion. 


O arms! ye brave mortals, to arms ! 
The road to renown lies before you! 
The name of King Shakeſpear bas charms 
Te rouſe you to actions of . 


Away ! ye brave mortals, away! 

Tis nature calls on you to ſave her; 
What man but would Nature obey, 

And fight for her ori oh for ever ! 


— —— — - — — 
Look? is the conſe of "AF af 


B a murmering ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 
Pe ſo kind, O ye nymphs 1 * heard 
her ſ. Js | 
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Tell Strephon, I die, if he paſſes this way, 
That Love was the cauſe of my mourning. 


Falſe ſhepherds, that tell me of beauty and 
| charms, © © © | 
You deceive me, for Strephon's cold heart never 


warms ; | | 
Yet bring me this Strephon, let me die in his arms ? 


_ ©h ! Strephon the cauſe of my mourning. 
But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go down to the ſhades 


below, | | 
Ere ye let Strephon know that I have lov'd him ſo 3 
Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ſhow . 


That Love was the cauſe of my mourning. | 
Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon 


came by, 2 
He thought ſhe'd been ſleeping, and ſoftly drew 
nigh , | 


But finding her breathleſs, Oh heav'ns, did he crys | 


A] Chloris, the cauſe of my mourning. 


Reſtore me my Chloris, ye nymphs uſe your art: 

They ſighing reply'd, *T was yourſelf ſhot the dart, 

That wounded the tender young ſhepherdeſs“ 
heart, | 


And bill d the poor Chloris with mourning. 


Ah then is Chloris dead, 

Wounded by me! he ſaid ; 

Ill follow thee, chaſte maid, 

Down to the filent ſhade : x 
Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt leaning his head. 
Expir'd the poor Strephon with mourning. 


C 
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Totterdown- Bill. 


A? T' Totterdowwn. hill there ech an old pair, 
And it may be they dwell there flill, 

Much riches indeed did'nt fall to their ſhare, 
They kept a ſmall farm and a mill. 

But fully content with what they did get, 
They knew not of guile or of arts; 

One — they bad, and ber name it was Bet, 
And ſhe was the pride of their hearts. 


Nut-brown were her locks, her ſhape it was ſtraight, 

Her eyes were as black as a ſloe: 

Her teeth were milk-white, full ſmart was her 

ait, 

And leek was her ſkin as a doe : 

All thick were the clouds, and the rain it did pour, 

No bit of true blue could be ſpy'd, 

A child, wet and cold, came and knock'd at the 


door, 


Its Mam it had loſt, and it ery d- 


Voung Bet was as mild as the mornings of May, 
The babe ſhe hugg' d cloſe to her breaſt; - | 
She chaf'd him all o'er, and ſmiPd as he lays 
She kiſs'd him, and lulFd him to reſt: 
But who do you think ſhe had got for her prize ? 
Why Love, the fly maſter of arts; 
No ſooner he wak'd, but he drop'd his diſguiſe, 
And ſhew'd ber Beese and his darts. 


uoth he, T am Love; but, oh, be not afraid 

Tho' all I make ſhake at my will: 

| So good and kind have you been, my fair maid, 
No harm ſhall you feel from my ſkill ; 

My mother ne'er dealt with ſuch fouducls by me, 
A friend you ſhall find in me ſtill; 

"pp my quiver and ſhoot, be preater than ſhe, 
The Venus of Ttterdownhill G 
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Black eyed Suſan. - 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 
The ſtreamers waving in the wind, 
When black- eyed Suſan came on board, 
Or where ſhall I my true love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 
If my ſweet William ſails among your crew ? 


William, wha high upon the yard 

Rock'd by the billows to and fro, 

Soon as her well-known veice he heard, 

He ſigh d. and caſt his eyes below; 
The cord glides ſwiftly thro his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he ſtands, 


So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinians to his breaſt, 
If chance his mate's ſhrill call he hear, 
And drops at once into her neſt. 
The nobleſt captain in the Britiſh fleet 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan, Suſan, lovely dear, 

My vows fhall ever true remain; 

Let me kiſs off that falling tear; 

We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be 
The faithful compaſs that ſtill points to ot. 


Believe not what the landmen ſay, _ 
Who tempt with doubts thy conſtant mind, 
They'll tell the ſailors when away 
At every port a miſtreſs find. 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee o, 
For thou art preſent whereſoꝰ er I go. 


If to fair India's coafl we ſail, | 
Thy eyes are * in diamonds bright, 
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Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 

Thy ſkin is ivory ſo white; | 
Thus every beauteous object that I view 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


The? battle calls me from thy arms, 

Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 

Tho? cannons roar, yet, free from harms, 

William ſhall to his dear return : . 
Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye. 


The boatſwain gives the dreadful word, 

The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 

No longer muſt ſhe ſtay on board : 

They kiſs'd ; ſhe figh'd ; be hung his kead ; 
Her leſsning boat unwilling rows to land: 
Adieu! the cries, and wav'd her lily band. 

15 | 
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ONE morning very. early, one morning in the 
ſpring. ling ; 
I heard a maid in Bedlam, who mournfully did 
Her chains ſhe rattled on ber bands, while ſweetly 
thus ſung ſhe, #* | 12 
J love my love, becauſe I know my love loves me. 


Oh cruel were his parents, who ſent my love to ſea, 
And cruel, cruel was the | ſhip that bore my love 
from me, ; they've ruin'd me; 
Yet I love his parents, ſince they're his, ajthough 
And I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves. 
me. | 


O ſhould it pleaſe the pitying powers to call me 
„ the Try, i HE" 5 
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Td claim a guardian angel's charge, around my 


love to fl | 
To guard him " BOW all dangers how happy ſhould- 
I be! | me. 


For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves 
I'll make a ſtrawy garland, I'll, make it wondrous 


fine, 
With roſes, lilies, daiſies, I'll mix the eglantine, 
And I'll preſent it to my love when he returns 
from ſea, 
For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves 
me. 


Ohif I were a little bird to build upon his breaſt, 
Or if I were a nightingale to fing my love to reſt !. 
To gaze upon his lovely eyes all my reward ſhould 
be; me. 
For I love my love, becauſe I know my love loves 


Oh if I were an eagle, to ſour into the ſky ! 

I'd gaze around with piercing eyes where I my 
love might (py; 

But ah! unhappy maiden, that love you ne'er ſhall 
ſee, - 

Vet 1 love my love, becauſe I know "ay love loves 

me. 


S 0 N G. 
(392 RDI AN angels, now protect me, 


Send me to the ſwain I love; 
Cupid, with thy bow direct me, 
Help me, all ye powers above. 
Bear him my ſighs, ye gentle breezes, 
Tell him, I love and I deſpair ; 
Tell him; for him I grieve, 
Say 'tis for him L live; 
O may the ſhepherd be Giacerc 1 
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Thro' the ſhadow groves I'll wander, 
Silent as the bird of night; 
Near the brink of yonder fountain 
Firſt Leander bleſs' d my fight. 
Witneſs, ye groves and falls of water, 
Echoes, repeats the vows he ſwore : / 
Can he forget me, 


Will he negle& me, 
_ Shall I never fee him more ! 


Does he love and yet forſake me, 

To admire a nymph more fair ? 

If 'tis fo I'll wear the willow, 
And eſteem the happy pair, 

Some lonely cave VII make my dwelling, 

Ne er more the cares of life purſue : 
The lark and philomel 

Only ſhall hear me tell 

What makes me bid the world 6 
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Sung in the Deſerter. 


OME how my ſpindle I miſlaid. 

And loſt it underneath the graſs, 
Damon advancing, bow'd his head, ; 
And ſaid, What ſeek you, pretty laſs ? 
A little love, but urg'd with care, 

_ Oft leads a heart, and leads it far. 


Twas paſſing by yon ſpreading oak 
That I my ſpindle loſt juſt now. 
His knife then kindly Damon took, 
And from the tree he cut a bough : FP 
| A little love, be. 


Thus did the youth his time employ, 
While me e be enfedly beheld; 


\ 
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He talk'd of love, I leap'd for joy, | 


For ahl my heart did fondly yield. 
A little love, c- 
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A favourite Scots Song. 


HEN lav'rocks ſweet, and yellow broom 
Prefume the banks of Tweed, 
Blithe Nancy boaſts a ſweeter bloom, 
Her charms all charms exceed. 
Gang o'er the merry fields of f hays 
Cry'd love ſiek Jockey, wi' a ſigh; 
And wha ſae ſaſt, ſac young, and gay, 
Could fic a handſome lad deny ? 


In Sandy's cheek the white and red, 
Like roſe and lily join'd ; 
For him each laſſie hung her head, 
For her each ladie pin d. 
Gang o' er the merry fields of hay. 
Wi' me, my deareſt laſs, he'd cry; 
And wha ſac ſaft, ſac young, and gay, 
Cou!d fic a handſome lad deny? 


He gang'd o'er fields and broomy land, 

Till mither 'gan to chide ; 

Then Sandy preſs'd her lily hand, 
And aſk'd her for his bride: 

Then o'er the merry fields of hay, 

Said ſhe, my deareſt lad, we'll hie: 

For wha ſae ſaft, ſae young, and gar. 
Cou'd fic a attach lad _ 


— 


*+ 
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2 Urn. ? 


Ncompaſs'd in an angel's frame, 
An angel's virtues lay; 


Too ſoon aid bes- n 3 its claim, | 
And call'd its own away, 
My Anna's worth, my Anna's charms, 
Can never more return: 
"What then ſhall fill theſe widow'd arms, 
Ah me! wy Anna's urn. \ 


Can 1 forget that bliſs refin'd, 
Which, bleſt with her, 1 knew ? 9 

Our hearts, in ſacred bonds entwin'd, 
Were bound by love too true. 

That rural train which once were us'd 
In feſtive dance to turn, 

So pleaſ'd, when Anna they amus "ds 

Now weeping deck her urn. 


The ſoul eſcaping from its chain; 
She claſp'd me to ber breaſt, 

To part with thee is all my pain, 
She ery'd, then ſunk to reſt. 

While mem'ry ſhall her ſeat retain, 

From beauteous Anna torn, - 

My heart ſhall breath its ceaſcleſs ſtrain | 
Of ſorrow o'er her urn. | 


There, with the earlieſt dawn, a dove 
Laments her murder'd mate; | 

There Philomela, loſt to love, | | 
Tells the pale moon her fate. | 

With yew and ivy round me ſpread, 
My Anna there I'll mourn ; . 

For all my ſoul, now ſhe is dead, 


Concenters in her urn. 


"Wy WY 
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5 | Tweed Side. 


War beauties does Flora diſcloſe ! 
Ho ſweet are ber ſmiles upon Tweed! 


\ 
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But Mary's, {till ſweeter than thoſe, 


Both nature and fancy exceed. 

No daiſy nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 
Nor all the gay flowers of the field, - 

Nor Tweed gliding gently thro” thoſe, _ 


Such beauty and pleaſure can yield. 


The warblers are heard in each grove, 
The linent, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The blackbird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſic enchant every buſh. 
Come let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring ; © 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing, 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep ? 

Do they never careleſsly ſtray, 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep? . 

Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt ; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 

To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt 
I'd ſteal an ambrofial kiſs, 


Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 

No beauty with her can compare; 
Love's graces all round her do dwell, 

She's taireſt where thouſands are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? 
Ohl! tell me at noon where they feed: 

Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tweed? 


D 


25 


* 
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He W bleft has my time been? what joys have 
ä TY 205 

Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made Jeſſy my 

OF" ? h | 
So joyful my heart is, fo eaſy a chain, 
That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving my pain. 
That Freedom is taſteleſs, &c. 


Thro' walks grown with woodbines, as often 
we ftray, * 
Around us our boys and girls frolie and play: 
How pleaſing their ſport is! the wanton ones ſee. 
And borrow their looks from my Jeſſy and me. 


To try her ſweet temper, oft-times am I ſcen 
In revels all day with the nymphs on the green: 
Tho? painful my abſence, my . doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at night with complacenee and 

ſmiles, | 
What tho' on her cheeks the roſe loſes its hue, 
Her wit and good - humour blooms all the year 
through: | 
Time ſtill as he flies adds increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her 
youth, 

Ye ſhepherds ſo gay, who make love to enſnare, 
And cheat, with falſe vows, the too-credulous 
n | | | 
In ſearch of true pleaſure, how vainly you roam, 

To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home. 


— 
. 
CF HAS when the ſeag were roaring 
- With hollow blaſts of wind 


A damſel lay deploring, 
All on a rock reclin'd. 


— 
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Wide o'er the foaming billows 
She caſt a wiltful look ; 
Her head was crown'd with willows 


| + That trembled o'er the brook. 


Twelve months are gone ant over, 
And nine long tedious days: 
Why didſt thou, vent'rous lover, 
Why didſt thou truſt the ſeas? - 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, thou cruel ocean, 
And let my lover reſt: 
Ah ! what's thy troubled motion 
To that within my breaſt ! 


The merchant, robb'd of treaſure, 
Views tempeſts in deſpair ; | 
But what's the loſs of treaſure 
To loſing of my dear | 
Should you ſome coaſt be laid on, 
Where gold and di'monds grows 
You'd find a richer maiden, 
But none that loves you ſo. 


How can they ſay that nature 
Has nothing made in vain ;; 


Why then beneath the water - 


j 


Do hedious rocks remain ; 
No eyes theſe rocks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 
And leave the maid to weep. 


All melancholy lyin gr 
Thus wail'd ſhe for her dear; 

Repaid each blaſt with ſighing, 
Each billow with a tear : 

When o'er the white wave ſtoopings 
His floating corpſe ſhe ſpied ; 
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Then, like a lily, drooping, 
She bow'd her head, and died. 


— 


Humphry Gubbin's Courtſhip. 


— 


| Courting I went to my love, | 
Who is ſweeter than roſes in May | 
And when I came to her by Jove, 
The devil a word could 1 tay, 
I walk'd with her into the garden, 
3 There fully intending to woo her ! 
But may I be ne'er worth a farthing, 
If of love I ſaid any thing to her. 
I claſp'd her hand cloſe to my breaſt, | 
While my heart was as light as a feather 3 | 
| Yet nothing I ſaid, I proteſt, 
But — Madam, *tis very fine weather. 
To an arbor I did her attend, | 
She aſk'd me to come and fit by her; 
LI crept to the furthermoſt end, | 
For I was afraid to come nigh her. 
I afſk'd her which way was the wind, 
For I thought in ſome talk we muff enter; 
Why, Sir, (ſhe anſwer'd, and grinn'd) 
Hlave you juſt ſent your wits for a venture? 
Then I follow'd her into the houſe, 
There I vow'd I my paſſion would try; 
But there I was ſtill as a moufe :— 
Oh! what a dull booby was 1 ! 


_— 8 


* —— 


0 


The Sailor's Farewell, 


HE topſail ſhivers in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea; 
But yet my ſoul, my heart, my mind, | 
Arc, Mary, moor'd by thee : 4 


SONGSTE RX 19 


For tho? thy ſailor's bound afar, 
Still love ſhall be his leading ſtar. 


Should landmen flatter, when we're ſail'd;. 
O doubt their artful tales ; 
No gallant failor ever fail'd, 
If Cupid 61d his ſails : | 
Thou art the compaſs of my fſoul,. 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 


Sirens in ev'ry port we meet, 
More fell than rocks and waves; 
But ſailors of the Britiſh fleet 
Are lovers and not ſlaves. 
No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho' we've left our hearts with you. | 


Theſe are our cares; but if you're kind, 
We'll ſcorn the daſhing main, 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 
The pow'rs of France and Spain. 

Now Britain's glory refts with you, 

Our fails are full—ſweet girls, adieu! 


et. 


Sweet Willy O. 


T* pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O, 
The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O; 
The firſt of all ſwains, 
He gladden'd the plains, 
None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


He ſung it ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
He ſung it, &, 
He melted each maid, 
So ſkilful he play'd, 
No ſhepherd cer pip'd like the ſweet Willy O. 
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All nature obey'd him the ſweet Willy O, 
All nature, &c. 
Wherever he came, 
| Whatever had name, | 
Whenever he ſung, follow'd ſweet Willy O, 


He would be a ſoldier the ſweet Willy O, 
He would, &c. 
| When arm'd in the field | 
With ſword and with ſhield, 
The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd them while living the ſweet Willy O, 
He charm'd, &c, 

And when Willy dy'd, 

*T was nature that figh'd, 

To part with her all in ſweet Willy O. 


* 


| The Linnets. 
A bringing home the other day 


Two linnets 1 had ta'en, 
The pretty warblers ſeem d to pray 
For liberty again. 
Unheedful of their plaintive notes, 
I ſang acroſs the mead ; 
In vain they.tun'd their downy throats, - 
And flutter'd to be freed. 


* through the tufted grove 

7 ear which my cottage ſtood, 

I thought I ſaw the queen of love 
When Chlora's charms J view'd. 

I gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs'd her ſtay 
To hear my tender tale ; 

But all in vain, ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my ſighs prevail. 


J—_ 
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Soon thro' the wound that love had made 

Came pity to my breaſt $ 

And thus I, as compaſſion bade, 
Theſe feather'd pair addreſs'd: 

« Ye little warblers chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew; © 

For I, who thought myſelf ſo free, 

Am tar more caught than you.” 


1  - 
OME, now, all ye ſocial pow'rs, 


Shed your infl'ence o'er us; 
Crown with joy our preſent hours, 
Ealiven thole before us : 


Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us: 
Sport, and dance, and laugh, aud ſing, 
Aud cait dull Care bchind us. 


Love, thy godhead I adore, 
Source of gen'rous paſſion ; 
Nor will we ever bow before 


Thole idols, Wealth or Faſhion. 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Why the plague ſhou'd we be ſad, 
Whilſt on earth we moulder ; 
Rich, or poor, or grave, or mad, 


We ev'ry day grow older, 
Bring the flaſk, &c. 


Friendſhip O thy ſmile's divine, 
Bright in ev'ry feature ; 
What but friendſhip, love, and wine, 


Can make us happy CICaturcse 
Bring de taſk, &cs 
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Since the time will ſteal away, 

Spite of all our forrow, | 
Let's be blithe and gay to-day, 

And never mind to-morrow. 


Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, 

Joy ſhall quickly find us; 

Sport, and dance, and laugh, and fing, 
And caſt dull Care behind us. 


The Miller. 


H OW happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs, 

4 Who would be no greater, nor fears to be 
leſs? | 21 

On his mill and himſelf he depends for ſupport, 

Which is better than ſervilely cringing at court. 

What though he all duſty and whit'n'd does go, 

The more he's bepowder'd, the more like a beau: 

A clown in his dreſs may be honeſter far, 

Than a courtier who ſtruts in his garter and ſtar. 

Than a courtier, Cc. e p 


Tho? his hands are ſo daub'd, they're not fit to be 
ſeen, | 

The hands of his betters are not very clean; 

A palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; 

Gold in handling will ſtick to the fingers like meal. 
What if then a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs, without ſcruple, from other mens ſacks : 
In this of right noble examples he brags, 

Who borrow as freely from other mens bags, 


Or ſhould he endeavour to heap an eſtate ; 

In this too he mimicks the tools of the ſtate, 
Whoſe aim is alone their coffers to fill, 

As all his concern's to bring griſt to his mill. 
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He eats when he's hungry, and drinks when he's 
dry, 3 

And down when he's weary, contented does lie, 

Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing. 

If ſo happy a miller, who would be a king? 


a 1 4 — 


Docon the Burn, Davie. 


WH E N trees did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to ſee, 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her ee; 
Blythe Davie's blinks her heart did move, 
To ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Gang down the burn, Davie, love, 
And I ſhall follow thee. 


Now Davie did each lad ſurpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn fide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride; 

Her cheeks were roſy, red and white, 
Her een were bonay blue; 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 

Her lips like dropping dew. 

As down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they ſaid ! 

His cheeks to ber's he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play'd ; 

Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be more fully bleſt, 

In yonder vale they lean'd them down ; 

Love only ſaw the reſt. 


E 
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What pafs'd, J gueſs, was harmleſs play, 
And naething ſure unmeet ; 

For ganging bame, | heard them ſay, 
They lik'd a wa'k ſae fweet; 

And that they aftett would return, 

Sic pleaſure to renew, 

Quoth Mary, Love, I like the burn, 
And ay ſhall follow you. 


4 n . 


1 


— * 2 "© 


Tune, T U never leave thees 


'© * day I heard Mary fay, How hall I leave 

wer | 
Stay, deareſt Adonis, ſtay, why wilt thou grieve me ? 
Alas! my fond heatt will break, if thou ſhould 


leave me: ; 


Say, lovely Adonis, fay, has Mary deceit'd thee ? 
Did e'er her young heart betray new love, that's 
griev'd thee ? rh [ ries 
My conſtant love nc'er ſhall fray, thon may believe 
P'll love thee, lad, night and day, and never leave 
thee, | n 


Adonis, my charming youth, what can relieve thee? 

Can Mary thy anguiſh ſoothe? this breaſt ſhall re- 
cei ve thee, Xe | . | 

My paſſion can ne'et decay, never deceive thee ; 

Delight ſhall drive pain away, pleafare revive thee. 


But leave thee, leave thee; lad, how ſhall I leave 


| thee ? 4s | | 
O! that thought makes me fad, I'll never leave thee: 


Where would my Adonis. fly? why does ſhe grieve 


me ? 


Alas 2 poor heart will break, if I ſhould les ve 
thee. | 


_" 7 . 
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The Cobler, 


A Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a fall, 
Which ſerv'd him for parlour, for kitchen, 


and hall, 
No coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate, 
No ambition bad he, nor duns at his gate : 
Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


Contented N work'd, and he thought himſelf 
happ Fnappy : 
If at — 4 he could purchaſe a jug of brown 
How he'd laugh then, and whiſtle, and ſing too 
moſt ſweet ! [meet : 
| Saving, juſt to a hair I have made both ends to 


Derry down, down, &c. 


But love, the diſturber of high and of low, 
That ſhoots at the peaſant as well as the beau ; 
He ſhot the poor cobler quite thorough the keart ; 
I wiſh he had hit ſome more ignoble part : 
Derry down, down, &c. | 


It was from a celler this archer did play, 

Where a buxom young damſel continually lay ; 

Her eyes ſhone ſo bright when ſhe roſe ev'ry day, 

That ſhe ſhot he poor cobler quite over the way; 
Derry down, down, &c. RE 


He ung her love ſongs as he ſat at his work, 
But ſhe was as hard as a Jew or a Turk ; 
Whenever he ſpake, ſhe would flounce and would 
fleer, 
Whieh put the poor cobler quite into deſpair ; 
Derry down, down, &e. 


He took up his awl that he had in the world, 
And to make away with bimſelf was reſolv'd ; 
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He pierc'd through his body inſtead of his ſole, 
So the cobler he died, and the bell it did toll. 
Derry down, down, &c. 


And now, in good will, I adviſe as a friend, 
All coblers take warning by this cobler's end; 
Keep your hearts out of love, for we find by hat's 
paſt, 
That love brings us all to an end at the laſt, 
Derry down, &. 


— 
umme 


. 


* Damon languiſt d at my feet, 
And I believ'd him true, 
The moments of delight how ſweet ? 
But ah ! bow ſwift they flew ! 
The ſunny hill, the flowery vale, 
'The garden, and the grove, 
Have echoed to his ardent tale, 
And vows of endleſs love. 


The conqueſt gain'd, he left his prize, 
He left her to complain; 

To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 
And meaſure time by pain. 

But Heaven will take the mourner's part, 
In pity to deſpair ; 

And the lafl ſigh that rends the heart, 
Shall waft the ſpirit there. 


Friend and Pucher. 


1 wealthy fool, with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill defire to grow richer, 
Give me but health, I aſk no more, 


My charming girl, my friend and pitcher, 


rr 
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My friend ſo rare, my girl ſo fair, 
With ſuch, what mortal can be richer 


Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher. 


From morning ſun I'd never grieve, 
To toil a hedger or a ditcher, 
If that, when I came home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher, 
My friend ſo rare, &c. 
Tho' fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
I know not what can thus bewitch her ; 
With all my heart can I be poor, 
With my ſweet girl, my friend and pitcher, 
My friend ſo rare, &c. 


Merry may the Maid. be. 
MINT may the maid be, 


That marries the miller, 
For foul day and fair day, 
He's ay bringing till her; 
Has ay a penny in his purſe 
For dinner and for ſupper; 
And, gin ſhe pleaſe, a good fat cheeſe, 
And lumps of yellow butter. 


When Jamie firſt did woo me, 
I ſpier'd what was his calling; 
Fair maid, ſays he, O come and ſee, 
You're welcome to my dwelling ; 
Though I was ſhy, yet I could ſpy, 
The truth of what he told me. 
And that his houſe was warm and couth, 
And room in it to hold me. 


Behind the door a bag of meal, 
And in the kiſt was plenty 


/ 
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Of good hard cakes, his mither bakes, 
And bannocks were na ſcanty, 
A good fat ſow, a ſleeky cow 
Was ſtanding in the byre; | 
Whilſt lazy puſs with mealy mouſe, | 
Was playing at the fire. 


Good figns are theſe, my mither ſays, 
And bids me tak the miller ; 

For foul day, and fair day, 
He's ay bringing till her; 

For meal and malt ſhe does na want, 
Nor.ony thing that's dainty : 

And now and then a keckling hen, 
To lay her eggs in plenty. 


Y days have been ſo wondrous free, 
The little birds that fly 
With careleſs eaſe ſrom tree to tree, 
Were but as bleſs'd as I. 


Aſe gliding waters, if a tear 

Of mine increas'd their ſtream ? 
Or afk the flying gales, if e ar 

J lent a figh to them? 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught; 
The tender chains of ſweet deſire 

Are ſix d upon my thought. 


An eager hope within my breaſt 
Does every doubt controul ; 
And lonely Nancy ſtands confeſt 

The fav'rite of my ſoul. 
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Ye nightingales, ye twiſting pines, TED 
Ye ſwains that haunt the gtove, 


Ye gentle echors, breezy winds ! 
Ye cloſe retreats of love! 


With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſſiſt the dear deſign ; 

O teach a young unpractis'd heart 
To make her ever mine. 


The very thought of change I hate, 
As much as of deſpair ; 

Nor ever covet to be great, 
Unleſs it be for her. 


"Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 
Is mix'd with foft diſtreſs, | 
Yet while the fair I love is kind, 
I cannot wiſh it leſs. 


* 8 a. 


— 


— 


Tze Flerr of the Fotrefh.. 
1 VE ſeen the failing of fortune beguiling, 
I've felt its favours, and found its decay; 
Sweet was its bleſſing, kind its carelling, 
But now tis fled—fled far away ! 


I've ſeen the forreſt adorned the foremoſt, | 
With flowers of the faireſt, moſt pleaſant and gay 
Sac bonny their blooming, their ſcent the air? 
perfuming; 2 | + 
But now they ate wither'd and weeded away. 


I've ſeen the morting with gold the hills adorning, 

And loud tempeſts ſtorming before the mid-day 3 . 

I've ſeen Tweed's ſilver Kreams ſhinhing in the ſunny” 
beams, F "= | 


Grow drumly and dark as he row'd on his way. 
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Sw% 


O! fickle Fortune, why this cruel ſporting ? 
O why {till perplex us poor ſons; of a day ? 
Nae mair your ſmiles can cheer me—nae mair your 


frowns can fear me, 


For the flowers of the forreſt are wither'd away. 


Foy Gay. 


AS) Jamie Gay gang'd blyth his way, 
Along the banks of Tweed, 


A bonny lals, as c'er was ſeen, 
Came tripping o'er the mead ; 

The hearty ſwain, untaught to kein, 
The buxom nymph ſurvey'd, 

And full of glee, as lad could be, 
Beſpoke the pretty maid. 


Dear laſſie tell, why by thine ſell 
Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here. 
My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide, 
Can'ſt tell me, laddie, where? 
To town I hye, he made reply, 
Some meikle ſport to ſee; 3 
But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 
I'll ſeek the ewes with thee. . 


\ 


She gave her hand, nor made a ſtand, 
But lik'd the youth's intent ; 

Oer hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went; | 

The birds ſang ſweet. the pair to greet, 
And flow'rs bloom'd ell around; _ 

And as they walk d, of love they talk'd, 
And joys which lovers crown d. 
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And now the ſun bad roſe to non, 
The zenith of his power, iir 
When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour. 6 

The bonny lad row'd in his plaid 
The laſs, who ſcorn'd to frown ; 

She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſonght, 
And he to gang to town. 


— 


Eaſy Fohn. 


AM a blade both free and eaſy, 
Not a vulgar country clown; \ 
I will do my beſt to pleaſe ye, 
And my name is caſy John, 
Let the world go as it will 
I am free and Eaſy fill, 
Free and Fs | 
Free and eaſy, | af x 


I am free and caſy ſtill. 


Ladies view my perſon over, 
If my leſſon right I con; 

Search Newcaſtle, London, Dover, 
You'll not find an eaſier John. 


11 


Now a lady I could fancy, 
Aye, but could ſhe fancy me; 

I would marry lovely Nancy, 
She's ſo eaſy and ſo free. 


0 5 
Gentlemen a brother greets ye, 

Happy may you ever be; A 
And whene'er a brpther meets you, © 


May you eaſy be and free. 


That I look down on a 
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Worthy friends, this bleſt oceaſion 
Fills my panting heart with ** z 
To poſſeſs yaur approbation, ] 
Makes me happ Ph free. 
Let the world, | 


—_—_— 
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The | Wankine « of the Faulds:. 
| M* Peggy is a young thing, 


Juſt emter'd in her teens, 
Fair as the day, and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day, and always gay. 
My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very au 
Yet well I like to meet der at 
The wauking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſpeal:s ſac ſweetly, 
|  Whene'er we meet alane, , 
I wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 
I wiſh nae mair of a' that's rare. 
My Peggy ſpeaks. ſae ſweetly, 
To a' the lave I m cauld, 
But ſhe gars a“ my ſpirits glow, 
At wauking of the fauld. - 


My Peggy ſmiles ſac kindly, 
Whene'er I whiſper lane 
the town, 
That I look down upon a crown. 
My Peggy ſmiles fac kindly, 
It makes me dlyth and bauld, 
And nacthing gies me fic delight, 
As wauking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſings ſ#* ſattly, 
hen on my p. | play, 


„ 
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By a' the reſt it is eonfeſt, 
By a' the reſt that ſhe ſings beſt. 
My Peggy ſings ſae faftly, 
Aud in her ſangs are tald, 
With innocence the wale of ſenſe, 
At wauking of the fauld. 


Highland 4. ddis. 


HE lawland lads think they are fine; 
But O] they're vain and idly gawdy ! 
How much unlike that graceful mein, y 
And manly looks of my highland laddie! 
O my bonny, bonny highland laddie. 
My handſome charming highland laddie ; 
May heav'n till guard, and love reward 


Our lawiand laſs and her highland laddie. 


Tf I were free at will to chuſe, 

Io be the wealthieft lawland lady, | 
I'd take young Donald withoat rtrews, ! 
With bonnet blew, and bekted plaidy. 

O my benny. &e, | 


The braweſt beau in borrows-town, | 
In a' his airs, which art made ready, 
Compar'd to him he's but a clown ? 
He's finer far in's tartan plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 


O'er benty hill with him PH run, 
And leave my lawland kin and daddy, 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 
He'll ſcreen me with his highland plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c, __ 


þ A painted room, and ſilken bed, 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady: 
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But I can kiſs and be as glad, 
Behind a buſh in's highland plaidy, 
O my boany, &c. | 


Few compliments between us waſh... 
Jca' him my dear highland laddie, 
And he ca's me his lawland laſs, 
Syne rows me in beneath his plaidy. 


O my bonny, &c. 


Nae greater joy I'll e'er pretend, Lo: 
Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 

Like mine to him, which ne'er ſhall end, | 
While heaven preſerves my highland lader 


O my donny. &c. 


Broom of Condenknows. 


H blyth ilk morn, was I to ſee 
My ſwain come o'er the hill ! 
He ſip the burn, and flew to me ; 
I met him wr good will. 
O the broom, the bonny bonny n 
The broom o' Cowdenknows; 
I wiſh I were wi' my dear ſwain, 
W' his pipe and my ewes, 


J neither wanted ewe nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay: 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me a' the day, 

O the broom, &c. | 


He tun'd his pipe and reed ſae ſweet, 
The birds ſtood liſt' ning by; 
Ev'n the dull cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 
Charm'd wi' his melody, 
O the hi &c, 


+ 
1 
2 
7 

ö 

* 

: 


-SONGSTER::* . 4 


While thus we ſpent our time, by turns 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 
I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho? ner ſo rich and gay. 
O the broom, &c. 


Hard fate ! that I ſhould baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 


| Becauſe I lev'd the kindeſt ſwain 


That ever yet was born. 
O the broom, &c. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour; 
Cou'd I but faithfu' be ? 
He ſtaw my heart; could I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk'd of me? 

O the broom, &c. 


My doggie and my little kit, 
That held my wee ſoup whey, 
My plaidy, broach, and crooked ſtick, 
May now lye uſeleſs by. 
O the broom, &c. 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 


Farewell a“ pleaſures there: 
Ye gods, reſtore me to my ſwain, 
Is a' I crave, or care, | 
O the broom, &c. 


_ — I 
On young Olinda. | 
HEN innocence and beauty meet, 
To add to lovely female grace, 


Ah, how beyond expreſſion ſweet, 
Is every feature of the face 
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By virtue ripen'd from the bud, 
The flower angelic odours breeds ; 

The fragrant charms of being gocd 
Makes gaudy vice to ſmell like weeds. 


Oh, ſacred Virtue! tune my voice, 
With thy inſpiring barmony ; 

Then I ſhall ſing of rapt'rous joys, - 
Which fill my ſoul with love of thee. 


To laſting brightneſs be refin'd, 
When this vain ſhadow flics away; 
Th” eternal beauties of the mind . 


Will laſt when all things elſe decay. 


ee —_ 


th. — 
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The paſſionate Shepherd to bis Lover, 


(COME live with mey and be my love, 
And we will all the pleaſures prove 
That vallies, groves, or hills and fields, 
And all the Reepy mountain yields. 


And we will fit upon the rocks, 
Seeing the ſhepherds feed their flocks, 
By ſhallow rivers, to whoſe falls 
Melodious birds ſing madrigals. 


And I will make thee beds of roſes, 
And a thouſand fragrant poſies, 
A cap of flowers, and a kirtle _ 
Embroider'd with leaves of myrtle. 


A gown made of the fineſt wool, | 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Fair lined flippers for the cold, | 
With buckles of the pureſt gold. 
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A belt of ſtraw, and ivy buds, ' ' © 
With coral claſps, and amber ſtuds : 
And if theſe pleafures may thee move, 
Come live with me, and be my love. 


The ſhepherd ſwains ſhall dance and fing, 
For thy delight each May morning : 
If theſe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 


——— —_—_— r 2 3 OG 


— 
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USY, curious, thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I: 

Freely welcome to my cup, 

Couldſt thou ſip and ſip it up. 

Make the molt of life you may, 
Life is ſhort, and wears away. 


Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſtening quick to their decline: 
Thine's a ſummer, mine no more, | A 
Though repcated to threeſcore ; 

Threeſcore ſummers, when they're gone, 

Will appear as ſhort as one. 


SQ; $0 
DIEU, ye jovial youths, who join 


To plunge old Care in floods of wine; 
And, as your dazzled eye balls roll, 


3 Dilcern him ſtruggling in the bowl. 


Not yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 
Not yet is thought ſo tedious grown, 
But limpid ſtream and ſhady tree 
Retain, as yet, ſome 1weets for me. 
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And ſee, through yonder ſilent grove, 
See yonder does my Daphne rove : 

With pride her foot · ſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 


The ſole confuſion I admire, 

Is that my Daphne's eyes inſpire : 
J ſcorn the madneſs you approve, 
And value reaſon next to love, 


—— 


Retirement. 


I ENVY not the proud their wealth, 
Their equipage and ſtate: 

Give me but innocence and health, 

I aſk not to be great, 


I in this ſweet retirement find 

A joy unknown to Kings, 

For (ceptres to a virtuous mind, 
Seem vain and empty things. 


Great Cincinnatus at his plough 
With brighter luſtre ſhone, 

Than guilty Cæſar cer could ſhew, 
Though ſeated on a throne. 


Tumultuous days, and reſtleſs nights, 
Ambition ever knows, 

A ſtranger to the calm delights 
Of ſtudy and repoſe. 


Then free from envy, care, and ſtrife, 
Keep me, ye powers divine! 

And pleas'd, when ye demand my life, 
May I that life reſign ! 
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„ 
To the Tune of Infancy. 


P infancy our days were bleſt, 
- With peace and liberty ; 
Our gardens and our fields were dreſt 
In ſweet ſimplicity !. 
No hoſtile foe had we to dread, 
No enemy to fear; 
But now, alas! thoſe joys are fled, 
And danger doth appear. 


Our ſeas with Britain's navy ſwarm, 
Our trade and commerce droop ; 

Our cities rob'd and left forlorn, 
Shall we to ſlavery ſtoop, 

Ah! no, Ah! no, you ſhall be free, 
Liberty's goddeſs ſaid ; 

Britannia's flag ſhall ſtrike to thee, 
And droop its haughty head. 


2 8 —— 1 


— * —_— 


The Banxs of KenTvCKE. 


Tune,— Banks of the Dee. | | 
T HE ſpring was advancing, and birds were 


beginning 

To ſing on the boughs o'er each purling brook ; 
On the early green herbage at leiſure reclining, 

I was careleſly viewing the banks of Kentucke. 
Hail ſtranger to ſong ! hail deep-cbannel'd river, 

Thy prominent cliffs ſhall be famous forever; 
Thy high-ſwelling floods henceforward ſhall never, 

Obſcurely roll down thro' the banks of Kentucke. 


* Suppoſed to be. wrote by Francis Hopkinſon, 
Eſq; of Philadelphia. 


as 
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Diſguſted with idle, romantic pretenſione, 
The populous city I lonely forſook; 
Delighting in nature with fond apprehenſions, 
I eagerly came to the banks of Kentucke. 
O, never did art ſo much beauty diſcover, 
To reward the long ſearch of its moſt raptur's 
lover, 22 | 
As nature's luxuriant fancy ſpreads over 
The gay fertile ſoil on the banks of Kentucke. 


Here genius ſhall rove with an endleſs deſire, 
Improvements to make without learning or boek: 
While virtue and truth ſhall forever conſpire, 
To bleſs thoſe that dwell on the banks of Ken- 
tucke. 
Here, far from tyrannical power remo d, 
The ſpirit of freedom ſhall hap*ly be prov'd ; 
The patriot ſhall by his country be lov'd, 
And live without guile on the banks of Kentucke. 


Here bigotry never ſhall raiſe its foul banner, 
The bafis of joy thro' all ages it ſhook ; 

'The young and the aged in more happy manner 
Than thofe ſhall improve on the banks of Ken- 

- tucke. | 

In honeſt induſtry their time ſtill employing, 
With heart-cheering mirth all their meetings 

2 enjoying, wy 

With the bleflings of friendſhip, and love never 

eloying, | * 

All ranks ſhall unite on the banks of Kentueke. 


Rich plenty and health, with viſage all glowing, 

Invite and allure us with promiſing look; 

Never more to regret other rivers long flowing, 

Not ſuch as glide down thro' the banks of Ken- 
tuc. e. ; 5 | 


SO NGSTE R. Fr 
Pale ſickneſs doth paſs thro? the land as a Rranger, 
No dreadful diſtemper here frightens the ranger, 


As he paſſes thro? canebrakes and waters, no danger 
Expecting to meet on the banks of Kentucke. 


. 2 
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I ENVY not the mighty great, 
Thoſe powerful rulers of the ſtate, 
Who ſettle nations as they pleaſe, 
And govern at the expence of caſe. 


Far happier the ſhepherd's ſwain, 
Who daily drudges on the plain, 

And nightly in tome humble ſhed 
On ruſhy pillows lays his head. 


No curs'd ambition breaks his reſt, 
No factious wars divide his breaſt ; 
His flock, his pipe, and artleſs fair, 
Are all his hope, and all his care. 


— — fw. —— — ͥé—ę— 
* 
8 O N G. 


N glory I covet, no riches I want, 

| Ambition is nothing to me, 

The one thing I beg of kind heaven to grant, 
| Is a mind independent and free. 


With paſſions unruffled, untainted with pride, 
By reaſon my life let me ſquare; 

The wants of my nature are cheaply ſupplied, 
And the reſt are but folly and care. 


The bleſſings which Providence freely has lent, 
I'll juſtly and gratefully prize; | 
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Whilſt ſweet meditation and cheerful content, 
Shall make me both healthful and wiſe. 


In the pleaſures the great man's poſſeſſions diſplay, 
Unenvied I'll challange wy part; 

For every fair object my eyes can ſurvey 

Contributes to gladden my heart. 


How vainly, through infinite trouble and ſtrife, 
The many their labours employ ! 
Since all that 1s truly delightful in life | 
Is what all, if they pleaſe, may enjoy. 


Jocley to the Fair, 


* on the morn of ſweet May day, 
When nature painted all things gay, 
Taught birds to ſing, and lambs to play, 
And gild the meadows rare : 
Young Jockey early in the dawn, 
Aroſe, and tript it o'er the lawn ; 
His nr th coat the youth put on, 
For Jenny had vow'd away to run 
With Jockey to the fair. 
Jenny had vow'd, &c. 


The chearful pariſh bells had rung, 

With eager ſteps he trudg'd along, 

With flow'ry garlands round him hung, 
Which ſhepherds us'd to wear : 

He tapt the window—Haſte my dear, 

Jenny impatient, cry'd, who's there? 

*T'is I, my love, and no one near; 1 

Step gently down, you've nought to fear, 
With Jockey to the fair. GE 


My dad and mammy*s faſt aſleep, ' 
My brother's up, and with the ſheep ; 


— 
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And will you till your promiſe keep, 
Which I have heard you ſwear ? 

And will you ever conſtant prove? 

I will by all the powers of love, 

And ne'er deceive my charming dove : 

Diſpel theſe doubts, and halte, my love, 
With Jockey to the fair. | 


Behold the ring, the ſhepherd cry'd, 


Will Jenny be my charming bride ? 


Let cupid be our happy guide, 
And hymen meet us there, 
Then Jockey did his vows renew, | 
He wou'd be conſtant, would be true: 
His word was pledg 'd—away ſhe flew 
With cowſlips, tipt with balmy dew, 
With Jockey to the fair, 


In raptures meet the joyful throng, 
Their gay companions blithe and young: 
Each join the dance, each join the ſong, 
And hail the happy pair: 
In turns there's none ſo fond as they 
They bleſs'd the kind propitious day, 
The ſmiling morn of blooming May, 
When lovely Jenny run away 
With Jockey to the fair. 


— 


The N un. 


URE a laſs in her bloom, at the age of nineteen, 
Was ne*er ſo diſtreſs'd as of late I have been; 

I know not, I vow, any harm J have done, 

But mother oft tells me, ſhe*ll have me a nun. 

| But mothcr, &c. 


8 


Don't you think it a pity, a girl ſuch as I, 
Shou'd be ſentenc'd to pray, and to faſt, and to cry; 
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With ways ſo devout I'm not like to be . 
And my heart it loves frolic too well for a nun. 


To hear the men flatter, and promiſe, and ſwear, 

Is a thouſand times better to me, I declare; 

I can keep myſelf chaſte, nor by wiles be undone ; 
Nay, beſides, I'm too handſome, I think, for a nun. 


Not to love or be lov'd, oh, I never can bear, 

Nor yield to be ſent to—one cannot tell where; 

To live or to die, in this caſe were all one; 

Nay, I ſooner would die, than be reckon'd a nun, 


Perhaps, but to teaze me, ſhe threatens me ſo, 
I'm ſure we're ſhe me. ſhe wou'd ſtoutly ſay no; 
But if ſhe's in earneſt, I from her will run, 

And be married in ſpite, that I way'nt be a nun. 


1 T the tempeſt of war 


Be heard from afar, 
With trumpets' and cannons' alarms : 
Let the brave, if they will, 
By their valour and ſkill, 
Seek honour and conqueſt un arms. 


To live ſafe, and retire, 
Is what I detfire, . \ 
Of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt; 
For in them I obtain 
True peace without pain, | 
And the laſting enjoyment of reſt, G 


In ſome cottage or cell, 
Like a ſhepherd to dwell, 


From all interruption at eaſe ; 
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In a peaceable life, 
To be bleſt with a wiſe, 
Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe. 


— 2 


Vauxhall Watch. 


M* name's Ted Blarney I'll be bound, 
And man and boy upon this ground, 
Full twenty years I've beat my round, 
Crying, Vauxhall watch. 


And as the time's a little ſhort 

With ſome ſmall folks that here reſort, 

To be ſure I have not had ſome ſport, 
Crying, Vauxhall watch. 


Oh! of pretty wenches dreſs'd ſo tight, 

And macaronies—-what a fight, 

Of a moon-light morn I've bid good night, 
Crying, Vauxhall watch. 


—_ .< SE 


The chearful Wife. * 


ONCE was a maiden as freſh as a roſe, 
And as fickle as April weather, 
I laid down without care, aud I wak'd with repoſe, 
With a heart as light as a feather. 


With a heart, &c. 
I work'd with the girls, and play'd with the men, 


I always was romping or ſpinning ; 
And what if they pilfer'd a kiſs now and then, 
I hope 'was not very great finniog, 


I hope, Kc. 
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I wedded a huſband as young as myſelf, 


And for every frolic. as willing, 
Together we laugh'd when we had any pelf, 
And we laugh d when we bad not a ſhilling. 


And we, &c. 


He's gone to the wars—heay'n ſend him a prize, 
For his pains he is welcome to ſpend it: 
My example I know is more merry than wiſe, 
Lord help me I never ſhall mend it. 


Lord Belp, &e. 


— — — — ** 


The Vicar of Bray. 


* good King Charles's golden days, 
When loyalty no harm meant, 
A zealous high -· church man I was, 
And ſo I got preferment; 
To teach my flock I never miſs'd, 
Kings are by God appointed, 
And damn'd are thoſe that do reſiſt, 
Or touch the Lord's annointed. 
And this is law I will maintain 
Until my dying day, Sir, 
That whatſoever King ſhall reign, 
I be the vicar of Bray, Sir. 


When royal James obtain'd the crown, 
And popery came in faſhion, 

To penal laws I hooted down, 

And read the declaration: 

The church of Rome I found would fit 

Full well my conftitution. ; 

And had become a jcſuit, 
But for the revolution, 5 


And this is law, &c. 
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When William was our King declar'd, 


To eaſe the nation's grievance; 
With this new wind about I ſteer d, 

And ſwore to him allegiance; 
Old principles I did revcke, 

Set conſcience at a diſtance ; 
Paſſive obedience was a joke, 

And jeſt was non-reliftance. 

And this is law, &c. 


When gracious Anne became our Queen, 
The church of England's glory, 
Another face of things was ſeen, _ 
And I became a tory; 
Occaſional confarmiſts baſe, 
I damn'd their moderation; 
And thought the church in danger was 
By ſuch prevarication. 
And this is law,' &c. 


When George in pudding-time came o'er, 
And moderate men look'd big, Sir, 
I turn'd a cat-in-pan once more, 
And ſo became a whig, Sir; 
And thus preferment I -procur'd 
From our new. faith*s defender; 
And almoſt ev'ry day abjur'd 
The Pope and the Pretender. 
And this is law, &c. 


Th? illuſtrious houſe of Hanover, 
And Proteſtant ſucceſſion ; 

To theſe I do allegiance ſwear— 
While they can keep poſſeſſion : 

For in my faith and loyalty 
I never more will faulter, 

And George my lawful King ſhall be — 


Until the times do alter. 
H 
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And this is law I will maintain 
Until my dying day Sir. 

That what ſoever King ſhall reign, 
I'll be the vicar of Bray, Sir. 


. 
OS, - -  — 


The Storm. 


EASE, rude Boreas, bluſt*ring railer! 
Liſt, ye landſmen, all to me 
Meſſmates, hear a brother ſailor 
Sing the dangers of the ſea; 
From bounding billows, firſt in motion, 
When the diftant whirlwinds riſe, 
To the tempeſt troubled ozean, | 
Where the ſeas contend with ſkies ! 


Hark! the boatſwain hoarſcly bawling. 

By topſail ſheets, and haulyards ſtand ! 
Down top-gall:nts quick be hauling 

Down your ſtay tails, hand, boys, hand! 
Now it freſhens, ſet the braces, 

The topſail ſheets now let go! 5 
Luff, boys, luff ! don't make wry faces, 

Up your topſails nimbly clew. 


Now all you on down beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms; 

Freſh enjoyments, wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms ; 

Round us roars the tempeſt louder ; 
Think what ſears our minds enthrall ; 


Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 


Now again the boatſxain calls | 


The topſa ! yards point to the wind, boys, - 
See all clear to 1cef cach courſe; | 
Let the fore ſhect go, don't mind, boys, 
T bough the weather ſhould be werſe. 


8ONGS TER. 


Fore and aft the ſprit · ſail yard get, 
Reet the mizen, ſee all clear 

Hands up, cazh prevent ure brace ſet, 
Man the fore yard, chcer, lads, cheer ! 


Now the dreadful thunder's roaring 
Peal on peal contending claſh, 

On our heads herce rain falls pouring, | 
In our eyes blue lightnings flaſh. 

One wide water all around us, 
All above us one black ſky, 

Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark ! what means that dreadful cry ? 


The foremaſt's gone, cries every tongue out, 
O'er the lee, twelve feer *bove deck; 

A leak beneath the cheſt tree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck. 

Quick the lanyards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts, be ſtout and bold; 

Plumb the well—the leak increaſcs, 
Four feet water in the hold. 


* 


While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beating, 


We for wives or children mcurn ; 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 

Alas! to them there's no return. 
Still the leak is gaining on us; | 
Both chain pumps arc choak'd below. 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us! 

For only that can ſave us now. 


O'er the lee beam is the land, boys, 
Let the guns o'erboard be thrown g 

To the puaip come ev'ry hand, boys, 

| See! our mizcn-maſt is gone. 

The leak we've found it cannot pour faſt, 
We've lightca'd her a foot or more; 


4 
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Dp, and rig a jury foremaſt, þ 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, we're off ſhore. 


Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind Heav'n has ſav'd our lives; 
Come, the can, boys! let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts and our wives, 
Fill it up, about ſhip wheel it, 
Cloſe to our lips a brimmer join, 
Where's the tempeſt now, who feels it ? 
None—the dangers drown'd in wine. 


* 1 
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8 
a CGENTLY ftir and blow the fire, 


Lay the mutton down to roalt, 
Prefs it quickly, I deſire. 
In the dripping put a toaſt, 
That I hunger may remove; 
Mutton is the meat I love. 


On the dreſſer ſee it lie, 
O! the charming white and red ! 
Finer meat ne'er met my eye, 
On the ſweeteſt graſs it fed; 
Let the jack go ſwiftly round, 
Let me have it nicely brown'd. 


On the table ſpread the cloth, 
Let the knives be ſharp and clean: 
Pickles get, and ſallad both, 
Let them each be freſh and green: 
With ſmall beer, good ale, and wine, 
O ye gods! how I ſhall dine ! 
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All of Life is Lowe. 
HEN firſt this humble roof I knew, 
With various cares I ſtrove, 
My grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were 8 
My all of life was love. 
By mutual toil our board was dreſs'd, 
The ſpring our drink beſtow'd; 
But when her lip the brim had preſs'd, 
The cup with nectar flow'd. 


Content and peace the dwelling ſhar'd, 
No other guelt came nigh, 
In them was giv'n (tho? gold was ſpar'd) 
| What gold could never buy. 
No value has a ſplendid lot, 
Bur as the means to prove 
That from the caſtle to the cot, 
The. all of life is love. 


Mbes War's Alarms. 
HEN war's alarms entic'd my Willy from me. 
My poor heart with grief did ſigh, 
Each fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrow on meg 
Woke ere yet the morn was nigh : 
No other could delight him ; 
Ah! why did Ie er ſight him, 
Coldly anſw'ring his fond tale, 


Which drove him far amid the rage of war, 
And left ſilly me thus to bewail. 


But I no longer, tho? a maid forfaken, 
Thus will mourn like yonder dove, 
For ere the lark to · mor row ſhall awaken, 

I will ſeek my abtent love: 
The hoſtile country over 
I'll fly to ſeek my lover, 
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Scorning ev'ry threat'ning fear; 
Nor diſtant ſhore, 
Nor cannons roar, 

Shall longer keep me from my dear. 


Charms of Liberty. 
Sack ev'ry charm on earth com bin'd, 


In Chloe's face, in Chloe's mind, 
Why was I born, ye gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my liberty? 


Until that fatal hapleſs day, 

My heart was lively, blithe, and gay, 
Cow'd ſport with ev ry nymph but ſhe 
Who robs me of my liberty. 


Think then, dezr Chloe, ere to late, 
That death muſt be my hapleſs fate, 
If love and you do not agree, 

To ſet me at my liberty. 


Now to the d rkſome woods I rove, 
Reflecting on the pains of love, 
And envy cvry clown I {ce 

Enjoy the ſweets ot liberty. 


We'll follow Hymen's happy train, 
And every idle care diſdain ; 

Well live in ſweet tranquility, 
Nor wiſh for greater liberty. 


—_— — 


83 -n Knows. 


7HEN nter comes, the ſwains on Tweed, 


By Sing their ſucceisful loves, 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 


And muſic fills the groves: 
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But my lov'd ſong is then the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows ; 

For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo fair a bloom, 

Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart; 
No ſhepherd e'cr that dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with half ſuch art : 

He ſung of Tay, of Forth and Clyde, 
Toe hills and dales all round. 

Of Leader haughs, and Leder- ſide; 
O how | bleſs the ſound ! 


Yet more delightful is the broom 
So fair on Cowdcn Knows, 

For ſure fo freſh ſo bright a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows: 

Not Tiviot braes ſo grecn and gay, 
May with this broom compare; 

Not Yarrow Banks (in flow'ry May, 
Nor buſh Abooa Traquair. 


More pleaſing far are Cowden Knows, 
My peaceful happy home, 
Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
At eve amongſt the broom ; 
Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 
Where I weed and Tiviot flows, 
Convey me to the beſt of ſwain, 
And my lov'd Cowden Knows! 


_ Johnny and Mary. 
| DOWN the bourne and thro? the mead, 


His golden locks wav'd o'er his brow, 
Jobnny lilting tun'd his reed, 
Aud Mary wip'd her bonny mou. 
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Dear ſhe loo'd che well known ſong, 2. 
While her Johnny, blithe and bonny, 


Sung her praiſe the whole day long. ; 
- Down the bourne, &. 


Coſtly claithes ſhe had but few, 
Of rings and jewels nae great ſtore, 
Her face was fair, her love was true, 
And Johnny wiſely wiſh'd no more; 
Love's the pearl the ſhepherd's prize, 
O'er the mountain, rear the fountain, 
Love delights the ſhepherd's eyes. 
Down the: _— Ke. 


Gold and titles give not health, 
And Johnny cou'd nae theſe impart; 
Youthful Mary's greateſt wealth 
Was ſtill her ithful Johnny's heart: 
Sweet the joys the lovers find? 
Great the treaſure, ſweet the pleaſure, 
Where the heart is always kind. | 
Down the bourne, &c. 


= © _ CO 
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The Sailor's Advice. 


S you mean to ſet fail for the land of gengbt, 
And in wedlock's ſoft hammocks to ſwing ev'ry 
night, 
Tf you hope that your voyage ſueceſsful ſnould prove, 


Fill your ſails with affection, your cabin with love. 


Fill your ſails, &c 


Let your hearts like the main · maſt, be ever upright, 
And the union you boaſt, like our tackle be tight; 
Of the ſho ls of Indiff'renee be ſure to keep clear, 


And the ner of Jealouſy never come near. 


And the quickſands, &c. 
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If huſband's e'er hope to live peaceable lives, 
They mult reckon themſelves, give the helm to their 
a wives, | 

For the evener we go, boys, the better we fail, 
And on ſhip-board the helm is ſtill rul'd by the tail. 
: And on ſhip-boar 4, &. 


Then liſt to your pilot, my boy, and be wiſe; 

If my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, 
A. brace of proud antlers your brows may adorn, 
And a hundred to one but you double Cape Horn, 
| D's And a hundred, &. 


— 2 ML a4 : * "= * at... 
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The Vicar und Moſer. 


A*® the ſign of the horſe old Spintext of courſe, 

Each night took bis pipe and his pot. 

O'er a jorum of nappy, quite pleaſant and hap 
Wes plac'd this canonical (ot. 27 


Tol derol, drrol, tidol, didol. 


The ev'ning was dark, when in came the clerk, 
With reverence due, and ſubmiſſion: 
Firſt ſtrok'd his cravat, next twirl'd round his hat, 


And, bowing, preferr'd his petition. 


I'm come, Sir, ſays he, to beg, d'ye ſee, 
Of your reverend worſhip and glory, 

To inter a poor baby with as much ſpeed as may be, 
And I'll walk with a lanthorn before you. 


The body we'll bury, but pray where's the hurry ? 
Why, Lord, Sir, the corpſe it dues ftay : 
You fool, hold your peace—lſince miracles ceaſe, 


A corpſe, Moſes, _ run away. 
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Then Moſes he fmil'd, ſays, Sir, a ſmall child 
Cannot long delay your intentions ; 

Why that's true, by St. Paul, a child that is ſmall 
Can never enlarge its dimenſiom. 


Bring Moſes ſome beer, and bring me . ſome, d ye 
hear ; 
I hate to be call'd from my liquor: 
Come, Moſes— the King l. - tis a ſcandalous thing 
Such a ſubject ſhould be but a vicar. 


Then Moſes he ſpoke, Sir, tis paſt twelve o clock, 
Beſides there's a terrible ſhow'r; 
Why Moſes, you elf, ſince the clock has ſtruck 
twelve, | 
I'm ſure it can never ſtrike more. 


Beſides. my dear friend, this lefſon attend, 
Which to ſay and to ſwear 1'll be bold, 
That the corpſe, ſnow or rain, can t endanger that's 
plain, 


But, perhaps, you or I may take cold. 


Then Mofes went on Sir, the clock has ſtruck one; 
Pray, maſter, look up at the hand: 

Why it ne'er can ſtrike leſs—"tis a folly to preſs. 
A man for to go that can't ſtand, | 


At length, hat and cloak old orthodox took, 
But firſt cram'd his jaw with a quid; 

Each tipt off a gill for fear they ſhould chill, 
And then ftagger'd away ſide by fide. 


When come to the grave the clerk humm'd a ſtave, 
While the ſurplice was wrapt round the prieſt; 

Where fo droll was the figure of Moſes and ricar, 
That the pariſh ſtill talk of the jeſt. 
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Good people let's pray - put the corpſe t other way, 
Or, perchance, I ſhall over it ſtumble ; - 

Tis beſt to take care; tho? the ſages declare 
A mortuum caput ean't tremble. 


Woman that's born of man— that's wrong the 
| leaf s torn; 
Oh! — man that is born of a woman 
Can't continue an hour, but is cut down like a 
flow'r— | 
You ſee, Moſes, death ſpareth no man. 


Here, Moſes, do look, what a confounded book ! 
Sure the letters are turn'd upſide down. 
Such a ſcandalous print - ſure the devil is in't, 
That this Strahan ſhould print for the crown. 


Prithee, Moſes, you read, for I cannot proceed, 
And bury the corpſe in my ſtead. 
(Amen, Amen.) | 
Why, Moſes, you're wrong !—pray hold ſtill your 
r 
Vou've taken the tail for the head 


O where's thy ſting, death !—put the corpſe i 
the earth,. | 
For, believe me, *tis terrible weather : 
So the corpſe was interr'd without praying a word, 
And away they both ſtagger'd together. 
| Singing tol derol, &c. 


— 4 — — „ e - ” . 


The Echoing Horn. 


— echoing horn calls the ſportſmen abroad, 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away 

The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 


} 
. 


|| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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What pleaſure we find in purſuing the fox | 
O'er hill and oer valley he flies; 

Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him—huzza ! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies. 


Triumphant, returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay, 

How ſweet with the bottle and laſs to refreſh, 

And loſe the. fatigues of the day! 


With ſport, love. and wine, fickle fortune defy: 
Dull wiſdom all bappineſs ſours : 

| Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 

Let's ſtrew the way over with flow'rss - 


9 
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0 the Days when 1 was Young, 


O THE days when I was young, 
When I laugh d in fortune's ſpite, 
Talk'd of love the * day long, 

And with nectar crown'd the night; 
Then it was, old father Care, 

Little reck'd I of thy frown, 

Half thy malice youth could bear, 

And the reſt a bumper drown. : 
0 the days, &e. 


Truth, they ſay, lies in a well, 
hy, I vow, I ne'er could ſee; ; 
Let the water drinkers tell 
There it always lay for me : 

For when ſparkling wine went round. 
Never ſaw I falſhood's maſk ; 
But ſtill the honeſt truth I found 
In the bottom of cach flaſk. 

| 0 the days, & c. 
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True, at length my vigour's flown, 
[ have years to bring decay ; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few have are grey; 
Yet, old Jerome, thou may boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire ; 
Still beneath thy age's froft 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire, 


The wandering Sailor. 
HE wand'ring ſailor ploughs the main, 


A competence in life to gain, 
Undaunted braves the ftormy ſeas, 
To find, at laſt, content and eaſe ; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To auchor on his native ſhore. 


When winds blow hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole, 
Tho' dreadful waves ſurrounding foam, 

Still flat ring fancy wafts him home; 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore. 


When round the bowl, the jovial crew 
Ahe early ſcenes of youth renew, 
Tho” each his favourite fair will. ;baalt, 
This is the univerſal toalt— - 

May we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
Caſt anchor on our native ſhore ! 
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The general Toafd. 


Hnr. s to the maid of baſhful fifteen, 
Likewiſe to the widow of -ſifty ; 
Here's to the bold and extravagant queen, 
And here's to the houſewife that's ß 
Let the toaſt paſs, 
Drink to the laſa, 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs, 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, Sir; 
Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 
And here's to her that's but one, Sir, 
Loet the toaſt paſs, &c. 


_ Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 
And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 
And here's to the wife with a face full of woes 
And here's to the girl that is merry. 
7 Let the toaſt paſs, &c.. 


Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Young or ancient I care not a feather ; 
So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And cen let us toaſt them together. 
Let the toaſt paſs, | 
Drink to the laſs, 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 
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Facky Bull from France. 


I Jacky Bull, when bound for France, 
The goſling you diſcover ; 

But taught to ride, to fence and dance, 

A finiſh'd gooſe comes over. 
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With his tierce and carte ſa ! ia | 

And his cotillion ſo ſmart—ha1 Ha! | 

He charms cach female heart—oh, la ! 17 
As Jacky returns from Dover. 


For cocks and dogs, ſec ſquire at home, 
The prince of country tonies ; 
Return'd T from Paris, Spa, or Rome, 
Qur *ſquire's a nice Adonis. 
With his tierce and carte ſa! fa! 
And his cotillion fo ſmart ha! ha! 
He charms the female heart—oh, la! 
The pink of macaronies. 82 


Amo Amos. 


APO amar, 
I love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and ſlender: 
Sweet Cowſlip's grace 
Is her now'tive caſe, 
And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 
CHORVY'S. 
Rorum corum, 
Sunt diverum, 
Harum ſcaruin ! 
Divo ! 
Tog my merry derry, perriwig and hat. band, 
ic, Boe, horum, genitivo ! 


Can I decline 
A nymph divine? 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis; 
Her oculis bright, 
Her manus white, 
And dot, when Io, her pulſe is. 
Rorum, cvrum, &e. 
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Oh, how Bella 
My puella! ' 
T'll kiſs, , ſeculorum. 
If I've luck, Sir, 
She's my uxor ;_ 
O dies benediflorum ! + | 
Rorum, corum, &C. 
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A hunting Song 


__ ſun from the caſt tips the mountains with 
gold, | | 3 
And the mead was all ſpangled with dre w- drops 
| | | behold s 
The larks early mattin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's cheerful ſummons rebukes our delay: 


With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſures can 


— 


vie, | 


While jocund we follow the hounds in ſull cry, 


Let the drudge of the town make riches his ſport, 


And the ſlaves of the ſtate hunt the ſmiles of the 
| . 
No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill givos a zelt to our joy. 
With the ſports of the field, &c. 
Mankind are all huoters in various degree 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; 


The doctor a patient, the courtier a place— 
Tho? often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace. 


With the ſports of the field, &c. 


The cit bunts a plumb, the ſoldier hunts fame; 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name 


* 
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And the artful coquette, tho? the ſeems to refuſe, 
Vet, in ſpite of her airs, ſhe her lover purſues. 


With the ſports of the field. KC. 


Let the bold and the buſy hunt glory and * 

All the bleſſing we aſk, is the bleſſing of health: 

With hounds and with horns, thro the woodlands 
| we roam, 

And when tir'd abroad, find covet at home. 


With the ſports of the field there's no pleaſures can 
View 
While jocund we follow the hounds in full cry., 


— * 


Hou imperſed is Expreſſion. 
pov imperfe& is expreſſion, 
Some emotions to impart, 
When we mean a ſoft; confeſſion, - 
And yet ſeek to hide the heart 
When our boſoms, all Sao, -. TY 
With delicious tumults ſwell, ' 


And beat, what broken, falt'riag, dying, 
Language would, but cannot tell! 


Deep confulion's roſy terror, 
Quite expreſlive, paints my cheek; 
Aſk no more—bebold. your error 
Bluſhes eloquently ſpeak. 
What, tho? ſilent is my anguiſh, | 
Or breath'd only to the air, 
Mark my eyes, and as they languiſh,. 
Read what your's have written there. 


O that you could once conceive me 1 
Once my ſoul's ſtrong feeling view ! 
Love has nought more fond, believe me; 
Friendſhip nothing * ſo true. 
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From you, I am wild, deſpairing: 
With you, ſpeechleſs as | touch! 

This is all that bears declaring, _ 
And, hls declares tbo much. 


- 
———— kk. Oi — 3 n _tct 2 nr 
—_— W 


>, vial a 
6 come my jolly lads „ 
The wind's ab aft: 
Briſk, gales our fails ſhall crowd: 
Come, buſtle, buſtle, buſtle, ht 
Haul the boat: 6 
The — hn by pipe's aloud : 
he ſhip's unmoor'd; - 
All hands on board ; 
The ribng Klee 
Fille ee (ily! + 2 
The ſhip's well mann'd and lord ; Fon 
Then fling the flowing bowl— 334 og 
Fond hopes ariſe - 2 
The girls we prize 


Shall bleſs each jovial ſoul: 18 
The cann, boys, bee WEE A 

We'll drink and fing, © 1 
While foaming billows roll. © fo F648 
Tho' to the-Spaniſh ey n n 


We're bound to deer, +. 
We'll ſtill our rights majoraia 3 7 
Then bear a hand, be Ready, boys 9 AF 
Soon we'll fee 310. 
Old England once again: n 
: From fhore to ſhore, © 
While cannons roar, |, 
vr fars ſhall ſhew r 
he haughty foe 
Britannia rules ihe main. 
Then ſting the flowing bowl, &c. 
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Fal de ral Tit. 1 g 


"EE I learn'd a pretty ſong in France, 
And I brought it o'er the ſea by chance : 
And when in Wapping I did dance, | 

O the like was never ſeen ; 
For I made the muſic loud for to play, 
All for to pals the dull hours away ; 
And when L had nothing left to ſay 

Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c, 


As I was walking down Thames? ſtreet 
A ſhip-mate of mine I chanc'd for to meet, 
And I was reſolv'd him for to treat 
With a can of grog, gillio ! 
A can of grog they brought us ſtraight, 
All for to pleaſure my ſhip mate, 
And ſatisfaQion gave him ſtraight; 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c, 


The macaronies next came in, 

All dreſs'd ſo neat, and look'd ſo trim, 

And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb— 

Some were ſhort, and ſome were tall; 

But 'tis very well known I lick'd them all, 

For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c, 


The landlord then aloud did ſay | 
As how he wiſt*d I would go away, 
And if I tempted him for to tay © + 
As how he'd take the law: | 
Lord dme ſays I, you may do your worſt, 
For I've not ſcarcely quench'd my thirſt ; _ 
All this T ſaid, and nothing worle; _ 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, & e: 3 


Its when J have crofs'd the raging main, 
And be come back to Old England again, 


= — 
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of grog II drink pgatore; | 
With a pretty girl to ſit by my ſide, | 
And for her coltly robes I'll provide, Fu 


So that ſhe ſhall be quite ſatisfied, 


Then T'1l ſing fal de pal tit, e. 


The Maid of a Mill. 


WILLI AM. 


1 kifs'd and I've prattled with 6fty fair maids, 
Aud chang d them as oft d'ye ſee ; 
But of all the fair maidens that dance on the green 


The maid of the mill for me. 
| PHOEBE. 


There's fifty young men bave.told me fine tales, 
And call'd me the faireſt ſhe 3. 

But of all the gay youths that. ſport on tbe green, 
TOM W. s the lad for me. 


| WILLIAM: | 


Her eyes are as black as the los! in the 51 


Her face like the bloſſoms in May, 
Her teeth are as white as the new ſhorn flock, 
Her breath like the new- made hay. 


| PHOEBE. © 


He's call and he's 5 ſtraight as the dener tree, 
His cheeks are as freſh as a roſe; 

He looks like a {quire of high degree 
Wy dels. in his 4 9 s clothes. 


1 


— rn 
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Return, enraptur d Love.. 


Nen enraptur'd hours, 
When Delia's heart was mine; 
When ſhe, with wreaths of flow'rs 
My tem ſes did entwine ! 
No jealouſy nor care 
Correded in my breaſt, 
And viſions light as air 
Preſided o'er my reſt, 


Since. I'm remov'd from ſtate, 
And bid adieu to time, 

At my unhappy fate 
Let Delia not repine; 

But may the mighty ſove 

Her crown with happineſs ! 

This grant ye pow'rs above! 
And take my ſoul to bliſs 


ow nightly round my bed, 
: o airy viſions play; 
Nor flow'rets deck my head, 
Each vernal holiday: 
But far from theſe ſad plains 
The lovely Delia flies, | 
While rack'd with jealous pains 
Her wretched Andre dies. 


Darby, the Beau. 


GINCE Kathleen has prov'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Darby! ah ! what can you do? _ 
No longer Il ſtay here a clown, | 

But ſell off, and gallop to town; 
I'll dreſs, and I'll. ſtrut with an air; 

The barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


* Wrote by the unfortunate Major Andre, while 
in confinement, 
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In town I ſhall cut a great daſh ; | 
But how for to compaſs the cafh ? 
At gaming, perhaps, I may win; 
With cards I can take the flats in ; 


Or trundle falſe dice, and they're nick'd 1 
If found out, 1 ſhall only be kick'd. 


But firſt, for to get a great name, 
A duel will eſtabliſh my fame ; 
To my man then a cballenge I'll write 
But firſt I'll be fure he won't fight ; 
We'll ſwear not to part till we fall; 
Then ſhoot without powder, and * devil a ball. 


— 
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Good. - morrow 10 Jour Murer. 


EAR Kaiddben, you, no doubt, 
Find ſleep how very ſweet *ris ; 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crow'd out; 
You never dream how late *tis. 

This morning gay 

I poſt away, 
To have with you a bit of phy : 

On two legs rid | 

Along, to bid 
Good-morrow to your night-cap. 


Laſt night a little bowſy 
I With whiſky, ale, and eyder, 
1 | 1 aſk'd young Betty Blowzy 
| To let me fit befide her : 
. Her anger roſe, | 
And ſour as floes, 
The little gypſy cock'd her noſe: 
Yet here I've rid | 
1H | Along, to bid 
—_ Good-morrow to your night · cap. 
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Beneath the honey: ſuckle, 
The daiſy and the violet 
Compoſe ſo ſweet a truckle, 
They'll tempt you ſure to ſpoil it. 
Sweet Sal and Bell | 
I've pleas'd ſo well— 
But hold, I muſt'nt kiſs and tell: 
So here I've rid 
Along, to bid 
Good - morrow to your 9 


1 0 - * 9 * 
_ - - 


F. 2 


W HEN Delia on the plain appears, - 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears 
I would approach, but dare not move; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


When'er ſhe ſpeaks, my taviſh'd car 


No other voice but her's can hear; N 


No other wit but her's approve; 
Tell me my heart, if dhis be love ? 
f ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 
ho I was once his fondeſt friend, _ 


His inſtant enemy I prove; 
Tell me my heart, if this be love! | 


When the is abſent, 1 no more how 
Delight in all that pleas d before: 
The cleareſt ſpring, the ſhadieſt grove. 5 
Tell me my dean. if this be love? 


When fond of. pow r, of beauty * 
Her net ſhe ſpread for ev'ry ſwain, 
I ſtrove to hate, but vainly ſtrove; 
Tell me my Hearts if this be love? 
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Colin and Laura. 525 
WHY Collin, moſt your Laura mourn, ' 


| Or longer wait your wiſh'd return ? 
O quickly come, and bring with thee 
Glad joy to all, but love to me. 


No more the tenants of the grove 
In concert tune their tales of love; 
And nature ceaſes to be gay 
Wuen e er my ſhepherd keeps away. 


No longer fly the peaceful ſhade, 
But haſte to meet your conſtant maid ; 
O quickly come, and bring with thee 
Glad joy to rr but obs to me. 


— 1 
— —_ — _— 


* Eliſe s ci. - 


Fo. the brook and the villow forlking the 
ain, 

Eloiſa came — telling her ER : 

On her trembling hand ſhe reclin'd her fad hd | 

Nor preſt her pale cheek, for the colour was fled ; 

Her languid eyes rais'd, after many a groan, 

And thus ſhe began 8 in a fwulering tone. 


Soft zephyrs and willow, kind brook, lend your 
aid, 

Regard the complaint of an unkappy maid ; 

If the man whom 1 love ſhould here chance to rove, 

la murmuring ſounds let the brook thus reprove : 

The maid by perſuaſion and you, led aſtray, 

Came to relate her ſad flory, one day. 


For you ev ry ſhepherd ſhe uſ'd with diſdain, * | 
And pitch'd upon you for her favourite ſwain z 


* _ 
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But when her fond heart you poſſcſs'd, you forbore 
The reſpe& ſhe had always commanded before: 
For the ſake of the nymph whom you did enſnare, 
Add a tear to this MT" and a gh to this tear. 


8 oO N 0. 
WII beaves my fond boſom, ab ! what can 
it mean, 


Why flutters my heart that was once ſo Conn ? 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne i is 
near 
Or why. when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear 2 
Why this ſighing and trembling when Daphne is 


near, 


Or why, when ſhe's abſent, this ſorrow and fear ? 


Methinks I for ever. with wonder could trace, 

The thouſand ſoft charms that embelliſh thy face : 

Each moment I view thee, new beauties I find; 

With thy face I am charm'd, but enſlav'd by thy 
mind. , 

Each moment, & 


Untainted with folly, unſully'd with pride, 

There native good humour 2nd virtue reſide : 
Pray heaven that virtue thy ſoul may ſupply 
With compaſſion for him, who without thee muſt 


Pray heaven, &c: Jie. 


. 1 


. 


Pon 


— 


The deſart Plains. 


O*® deſart plains and ruſhy meers, 
And wither'd heaths I rove, 


Where tree, nor ſpire, nor cot appears, 
I paſs to meet my love K 


7 
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1 But tho* my paths were damaſſc d o'er 
With beauties e er ſo fine, 
My buſy thoughts would fly before 
To fix on thee alone. 
O''er deſart plains, &c. 


No kr crown'd, hill could give delight, | 
No palace pleaſe my eye ; 
No pyramids ærial height, 
Where n mould'ring monarchs lie; 
O'er deſart plains, &c. 


Unmov'd ſhould eaſtern Songs advance, 
Could I the pageant ſee, 
Splendour might catch one l glance, 
Nor 11 one glance from thee. 
ODieer deſart Nainsand, ruſhy mers, &e. 


1 * WW 
— * _- 1 — — 


ee "46. 


DIEU ! ye verdant lawns and bow'rs, 
Adieu, my peace is or; 22 
Adieu, ye ſweeteſt ſhrubs and flow'rs, 
Since Delia breaths no more. 


Adieu ye bills, adieu ye males, ; 
Adieu ye ſtreams and flonds ; 
Adieu ſweet echo's plaintive tales, 


Adieu ye meads and woods. 


Adieu ye flocks, ye fleecy care, 
Adieu yon pleaſing plain! 

Adieu thou beauteous blooming fair, 
We r er ſnall meet in. | 


Ss ONOGSTE R. 33 
ENEATH a green grove, a lovely young ſwain 


One ev'ning reclin'd, to diſcover his pain; 

So ſad, yet ſo ſweetly he warbled his woe, 

The winds ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to 
flow : 

Rude winds with compaſſion could bear him 

complain, 


But Cloe leſs gentle, was deaf to his-firain. 


How happy, he cry'd, my moments once flew ! 

When Cloe's bright charms firſt fluſh'd in my view; 

Thoſe eyes then with pleaſure the dawn could 
ſurvey 

Nor ſmil'd the fair morning more chearful than 
they 

Now ſcenes of Jiftreſ alone meet my fight, 

I'm tortur'd in pleaſure, and languiſh in light. 


Then changes in vain for relief I purſue, 

All elſe but conſpire my grief to renew: _ 
From ſunſhine to zephyrs, and ſhades we repairy 
To ſunſhine we fly from too piercing an air: 
But love's ardent feyer burns always the ſame, 
No winter can cool it, no ſummer inflame. 


But ſee the pale moon all clouded retire, 

The breezes grow dull, not Strephon's deſire ! 
I fly from the danger of tempeſt and wind, 

Yet nouriſh the madneſs that preys on the mind; 
Ah wretch ! how can life be worthy thy care ? 
To lengthen its moments, but lengthens deſpair ! 


— 
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The L innet. 


A paſſing by a ſhady grove, 

I heard a linnet fing, 

Whoſe ſweetly plaintive voice of love, 
Proclaim'd the chearful ſpring. 

His pretty accents ſeem'd to flow, 

As if he knew no pain, | 

His downy throat he tun'd ſo ſweet, 

It echo'd o'er the plain. 


Ah! happy warbler, (I reply'd) 
Contented thus to be: 
_ *Tis only harmony and love, 
Can be compar'd to thee. 
Thus perch'd upon the ſpray you ſtand, 
The monarch of the ſhade ; 
And even fip ambroſial ſweets, 
That glow from ev'ry glade. 


Did man poſſeſs but half thy bliſs, 
How joyful might he be! 
But man was never form'd ſor this, 
_ *Tis only joy for thee. 
Then farewell, pretty bird, (I ſaid} 
Purſue thy plaintive tale, p #6 
And let thy tuneful accents ſpread 
All o'er the fragrant vale. 


* 


Queen Mary's Lamentation. 


SIGH and lament me in vain, 
Theſe walls can but echo my moan z 
Alas lit encreaſes my pain. | 
When I think on the days that are gone. 
Through the grate of my priſon I ſee, 
The birds as they wanton in air ; 


SONGS TE R. 85 


My heart, how it pants to be free, 
My looks they are wild with diſpair ! 


Above, tho' oppreſt by my fate, 
I burn with contempt for my foes ; 
Tho? fortune has alter'd my ſtate, 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe. 
Falſe woman ! in ages to come, 
Thy malice deteſted ſhall be ; 
And when we are cold in the tomb, 
Some hearts {till ſhall ſorrow for me. 


Ye roofs where cold damps and diſmay, 
With ſilence and ſolitude dwell ; 
How comfortleſs paſſes the day ! 
How ſad tolls the evening bell! 
The owls from the battlements cry ; 
Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around ; 
O Mary! prepare thee to die! 
My blood it runs cold at the ſound ! 


. — 


th... #6. ed. * PEI Y 


— — 
K 


The Polly Waterman. 


ND did you not hear of a jolly young waterman 
Who at Blackfriars bridge us'd for to ply ? 
He feather'd his oars with ſuch ſkill and dexterity 
Winning each heart, and delighting cach eye ; 
He look'd ſo neat, and he row'd ſo ſteadily; 
The maidens all flock'd to his boat ſo readily ; 
And he ey'd the young rogues with ſo charming an 
air, 
That this waterman ne'er was in want of a fair. 


What fights of fine folks he oft rouꝰd in his wherry; 


Twas clean'd out ſo neat, and painted withall; 


He was always firſt oars, when the fine city ladies 
In a party to Ranelagh went, or Vauxhall: 


« — —e. 
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And oftentimes wou'd they be giggling and leering, 
But *twas all one to Tom, their gibing or jeering; ; 


For loving, or liking, he little did care, 
For this waterman ne'er was in want of a fair. 


And yet but to ſee how ſtrangely things happen— 
As he row'd along thinking of nothing at all, 
He was ply'd by a darſcl, ſo lovely and charming, 

That ſhe ſmil'd, and fo ftraightway in love be 
did fall: 
And wou'd this young damſel but baniſh his end 
He'd wed her to- night, before it was morrow ; 
Then how ſhould this waterman ever know care, 
When he's married, and never in want of a fair ? 


r 


— — 
. ” 


Father Paul. 
3 grave divines preach up dull rules, 


And moral wit define. 
The precepts taught in Roman ſchools 
We friars here devine. 


CHORUS, 


Here's a health to Father Paul 1 
For flowing bowls 
. Toſpire the ſouls 

Of jolly friars all. 


When in the convent we are met 
We laugh, we joke, and fing; 
All worldly cares we there forget, 


For Father Paul's our king. 
| Chorus, Here's a heal, &e, 


No abſolution wh will give, 
Ye blue ey'd nuns ſo fair; 
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No benediction here receive, 
But baniſh all your care. 
Chorus, Here's a health, &c. 


With beads and croſs, not held divine, 
We pray with fervent zeal, | 
To roſy Bacchus, god of wine, 
Who * each joy reveal. 
Chorus, Here's 1 &c. 


May ev'ry friar pleaſe his nun! 
Each nun her friar pleaſe ! - 
And each alike enjoy the fun, 
With freedom and with eaſe. * | 
Chorus, Zere's a health, &c. 


Then fill your bumpers, ſons of mirth, 
Let friars be the toalt ; | 
Long may they all exiſt on earth, 
And nuns their order boaſt! 4 
Chorus, Here's a health, &c. 


— 
— 


The Timely Adviſer. © 


DIEU, ye groves, adieu ye plains ! 
All nature mourning lies ; | - 

See gloomy clouds, and thick*ning rains, 

Obſcure the lab'ring ſkies : 
See from afar th' impending ſtorm, 

With ſullen haſte appears ; 
See winter comes, a dreary form, 

To rule the falling years. 


No more ye lambs with gameſom bound, 
Rejoice the gladden'd light; | 
No more the gay enamel'd ground, 


Of Sylvan ſcenes delight; : 


— - > > —P 
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Thus, Zephalinda, much lov'd maid, 
Thy early charms ſhall fail; | 

The roſe muſt droop, the lilly fade, 
And winter ſoon prevail, [hep 


Again the lark, ſweet bird of May, 

_ May riſe on active wing: | 

Again the ſportive herds may play, 

And hail reviving ſpring. 

But youth, my fair, ſees no return ; 
The pleaſing bubble o'er, 

In vain its flecting joys you mourn, 
They fall to bloom no more. 


- Haſte then, dear girl, the time improve, 
Which art can ne'er regain, 
In bliſsful ſcenes of mutual love, 
With ſome diſtinguiſh'd ſwain: 
So ſhall life's ſpring, like jocund May, 
Paſs (miling and ſerene; | 
Tho' Summer, Autumn glide away, 
And Winter cloſe the ſcene, 


The Dauphin.” 


E ſons of Mars, attend, 
Come join the feſtive throng, 
In loſtieſt flrains exult, | : 
For Jove approves the ſong. 
Let gladneſs ev'ry heart expand, 
Let gratitude inſpire 4 
Each patriot's breaſt with joy unfeign'd 
To hail the royal Sire! 
A Dauphin's born, let cannons loud 
Bid echo rend the ſky ; 
Long life'to Gallia's king, 
Columbia's great ally. 


SONGS T ER. 


Hark, hark I a feu de joye— 

Makes trembling æther ring. 

While ſhouting armies hail 
A Prince, a future King: 

On whom may heaven with liberal hand, 
Its choiceſt gifts beſtow : 

May peace and wiſdom bleſs his reign, 

And laurels grace his brow. 

A Dauphbins' born, &c. 


To viſit earth once more, 
Lo, lo! ! Aſtrea deigns ; . 

The golden age returns, 
Now — and juſtice reigns, 

See, oppreſſion hides i its head, 
Fell 5 expires, 

For independence, heaven's fair gift, 
Lights freedom's ſacred fires, 

A Dauphin's 15 Kc. 


— dn — — — — — 
| 24% Delib ay Sal With. 


I* a mouldring cave, where the wretched retreat, | 

; Britannia ſat waſted with care; . 

She * for her WOLFE, then exelaĩim'd againſt 

ate ; 

And gave berſelf up to ilpair, | 

| The wall of her cell were x PP around 
With the exploits of her favorite ſon; 

And even the duſt as it lay en the ground, 

Was engrav'd with the deeds he had done. 


: The Site of the gods, from bis chrylliline throne, 7 


Beheld this diſconſolate dame; 
And mov'd with her fate he ſent Mercury down, | 
And theſe were the ug) tha: came. 


9 * 1 
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Britannia forbear, not a ſigh, nor a tear, 
For thy Wolfe ſo deſervedly lov'd; 

Your grief ſhall be chang'd into triumphs of joy, 
For thy Wolfe is not dead, but remov'd. 


The ſons of the earth, the proud giants of old; 
Have broke from their darkſome abodes, 

And ſuch is the news as in heav'n it is told, 
They ace marching to war with the gods $ 

A council was held in the chamber of Jove, 
Where they came to this final decree, | 

That Wolfe ſhould be call'd to the armies above, 
Ang the charge was intruſted to me* 


To the plains of Quebec with theſe orders I few: 
He beg'd for a moment's delay, 

He cry'd,' Oh! forbear, let me victory hear, 

And then thy commands II obey ; 8 
With a dark'ning film I encompals' d his eyes, 
And convey'd him away in an urn; 

Leſt the fondneſs he bore for his own native ſhore 
Should perſuade him again to return: | 


— * 


w 4 * > of 


— 


The Wonderful OLD M AV. 


HERE was an old man, and though tis not 
common | 
Yet, if he ſaid true, he was 2 of a woman : 
And though *tis incredible, yet I've been told, 
He was once a mere infant, but age made him old. 


When e'er he was hungry, he long'd for ſome meat 
And if he could get it, 'twas ſaid, he would eat; 
When thrifty, he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, 
And his liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat, 


He ſeldom or ever could ſce without light, | 
And yet I've been told, he could hear in the night; 
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He has oft been awake in the day time, *tis ſaid, 
And has fall'n faſt afleep as he lay in bis bed. 


Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he 
4 talk'd, 2 
And flir'd both his arms and legs when he walk'd ; 
And his gait was ſo odd, had you ſeen him, you'd 
burſt, | | FH | 
For one leg or t'other would always go firſt. 
His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, | 
For if *twere not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean ; 
He ſhew'd his teeth moſt when he happen'd to grin, 


And his mouth ſtood acroſs 'twixt his noſe and his 
chin. | | e 


Midſt other ſtrange things that befel this good 
7 yeoman, - + p12 27S | 
He was marry'd, poor ſoul, and his wife was a 

woman; | 2. gee 
If not by that liar, Miſs Fame, we're beguil'd, . 
We may roundly affirm, he was never with child. 


At laſt he fell ſick, as old chronicles tell, 
And then as folks ſaid, he was not very well; 
But, what is more ftrange, in ſo weak a condition, 
As he could not give fees, could get no phyſician. 


What pity he died; yet, 'tis ſaid, that his death 
Was cauſed at laſt by the want of his breath. 

But peace to his bones, which in aſhes now moulder;; 
Had he liv'd a day longer, he'd been a day older ; 


— 


48 


| The Tip s Defence. 


TEE women all tell me I'm falſe to my laſs, 
= That I quit my poor Chloe, and ſtick to my 
glals! _ e 
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But to you men of reaſon, my reaſons I'll ewn, 
And if you don't like 'em, why let them alone. 


Altho' I have leſt her the truth Il declare, 

I believe ſhe was good, and I am ſure ſhe was fair; U 
But ſuch goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, | | 
That makes it as good and as charming as ſhe. | N 


My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles I muſt own ; 
But though ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe could 
fromm; EEG CE 2 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, 
Did you e'er ſe a frown in a bumper of wine ? 


Her lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime, 
But lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time; 

But wine, from its age ſuch a- benefit flows, 

That I like it the better the older it grows. 


They tell me in time that my love will * * : 
And that beauty is inſipid when once tis enjoy'd 1. 


But in wine, I both time and enjoyment defy, 
For the longer I drink the more thirſty am I, 


Perhaps like their ſex ever falſe to their word, Ger bs 
She bad left me, to get an eſtate or a lord; 
But my bottle regardleſs of titles or pelf,, | -. 

Will ſtand by me when I can't Rand by myſelf. 


She too might have poiſan'd the joys of my life 

With nurſes and children, and ſqualling and Rrife 2. 

But my wine neither nurſes nor babes can bring, 
5 For a big · belly d bottle's a mighty fine thing. 


x S 
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Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain: 
1 She's rid of her lover, and I of my painz 
| 5 For wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy 5: 
8 Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper and 


Fx 


Mirth 16 2 as fleeting as a * | 
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Friendſhip. * a 11 5 


— to every Aeg mind 
Opens a heavenly treaſure : 

There may the ſons of ſorrow find 

_ Sources of real pleaſure. 

See what employ ments men purſue, - 
Then you will own my words ate true: 
Friendſhip alone unfolds to view 

Sources of real pleaſure, 


Poor are the joys which fools eſteem, 
Fading lod tranfitory; _ 


Or a delufive ſtory : 
Luxury leaves a fting behind, 
Woundiog the body and the and: 
Only in Friendſkip can we find 
Pleaſure and fo id glory. - 


De wich all ”s gaudy "A 
Is but a painted bubble 

Short is the triumph, wit beftows, 

Full of deceĩt and trouble: 
Fame, like a ſhadow, flees away, | 
Titles and dignities- decay: 
Nothing but Friendfhip can display 
Joys, that are free from trouble. 


Learning (chat boaſted ghttering ting) 
Scarcely is worth poſſeſſing: 
Riches, for ever on the wing, 17 7 x" o 
Cannot be call'd a bleffing : © 
Senſual pleaſures fwell defire, 
Juſt as the fuel feeds the fire: 
Friendſhip can real bliſs infpire, 
— Bliſs that is worth Poſſeſſing. 
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Happy the man, who has a friend 
Form'd by the God of nature ; 
Well may he feel and recommend 
Friendſhip for his Creator. 
Then as our hands in Friendſhip join, 
+ So let our ſocial powers combine, 
Rul'd by a paſſion moſt divine, 
Friendſhip with our Creator. 


Plato. 

AYS Plato why mould man * vain ? 

Since bounteous Heav'n has made him great! 
Why looketh he with inſolent diſdain 
On thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate Y 
| Can ſplendid robes or beds of down, _ 
Or coſtly gems that deck the fair? 

Can all the glories of a crown, 


Give health, or caſe the brow of care? 
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The ſcepter'd 7 the burthenꝰ d fave, 
The humble and the haughty die: 

The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 5 
In duſt without diſtinction lie. 

Go, ſearch the tombs where monarch's reſt, 
Who once the greateſt titles bore : . 

The wealth and glory they poſſeſt, 
Aud all their honours are no more. 


\ So glides the meteor 8 che ſky, 
And ſpreads along a guilded train; 
But, when its ſhort liv'd beauties die, 
Diſſolves to common air again. 

Zo 'tis with us, my jovial ſouls, | 
Let Friendſhip reign while here "EY 
Let's crown our joys with flowing bowls, 

Wnen Jove commands we mult away. 


sONGS TER or: 
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INCE love is che plan, 


I'll love if I can, 
But firſt let me tell you what bort of a man: 
In addreſs how complete, : 
In his dreſs ſpruce and neat, 
No matter how tall ſo he's over five feet. 
Then. this is my fancy, 
Such a man can I ſee, 
I'm his if he's mine, 
Until then I am free. | 


Tho gentle he be, 

His man he ſhall ſee, 

Yet never be conquer'd by any but me; 
In a dance bear a bob, 


- uy wit, -» 


In a glaſs hob-a-nob, | 
Yet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne- er * 


Then this is my fancy, &c. 


Lovely Nymph. 
LOVELY nymph now ceaſe to languiſh,. 
Yield not thus thy mind to woe; 
Look behind the cloud of anguiſh, 


Chearing beams of comfort blow, 
Chearing beams of comfort blow. | 


Let enliv'ning hope elate ther, 5 | 
Hope that points to fairer flies; f | "» 
Think the tranſient ills that wait thee, | 

Are but bleſſings in Wan 0 
Are but, &c, | _ 
* Sung by Mrs.” W Soldier. 8 
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The PAUTRIESY 


Be not by diftreſs dejected: 
Shrink not from afflictionꝰs hand ; 
Falſhood is from truth detected, 
By the kind enchantreſs wand. 


By the kind, &c. 


Sage inſtructreſs, ſhe ſhall train thee; | 
Steady virtue teach thy heart; 

Short, but ſhort liv'd, pains await thee, 
Endleſs bleſſings to impart, 


Endleſs bleſſings to ws gue 


Wiſdom's Favourite. ®1 


ANISH ; WOE grief and folly, 
Thoughts unbend the wrinkling brow 3 M 


B 


| Hence dull cares and melancholy, 


Wine and mirth unite us now. 

Bacchus opens all his treaſure, 

Comus brings us wit and ſong ; + 
Follow, follow, follow, follow pleaſure, 
And let s join the Jovi Tong. 


4 Life i is ſhort, its but a ſeaſon | * 


Time is ever on the wing; | 
Leſt the preſent moment ſeize on, 


Who knows what the reſt may bring? 


All my time I now will meaſure, - 
All cares 1 now deſpiſe, 

Fellow, follow, follow, follow pleaſure, 
To be happy's to be wiſeQ. 105 


Wherefore ſhould we thus perplex 1 u, 
Why ſhould we net merry be; 


Since there's nothing here to vex uu; 


Drinking ſets our hearts all free. 
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Let's have drinking without meaſure, 
Let's have mirth, what time we have; 
Follow, follow, follow, follow pleaſure, 
There's no drinking in the grave. 


— 


Delia. 


DELIA's beauties would diſeloſe, 
More blooming than the bluſhing roſe, 
And ſweeter than the ſpring : 
She faireſt is of all the fair, 
To ev'ry grove I'll this declare, 
Of Beauty's queen I ſing. 


Aid then my ſong each ſmiling Mute, 
Your metody you can't refule 

To celebrate her charms ; 
Inſpire to praiſe in pureſt rhime 
Her—whoſe mild beauties are divine, 


And all my breaſt alarms, 


Steal ſilent by ye murm'ring ſtreams, 
Let echo ſwell the tender themes, 
The themes her praiſe rehearſe : 
Her praiſe ſhall employ my breath, 
And nought but all- devouring Death 
Shall end the pleaſing verſe. 


To paint the luſtre of her eyes, 
An azure ſtolen from the ſkies, 
Would need a Saphe's tongue: 
Her ſhape, her tuneful voice that thrills, 
And all the ſoul with rapture fills, 
Theſe muft remain unſung. 4 


N 
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Her gentle ſympathetic heart, 

Fond to aſſuage Affliction's ſmart, 
Can drop the cryſtal tear; 

Like gracious Heav'n ſhe wears a ſmile 

That would the fierceſt pains beguile, 
And ſoften rigid care. | 


Good fenſe and virtue, hand in hand, 
The graces all, a genial band, 
Upon her ſteps attend: | 
From charms ſo ſtriking to the fight, 
So pregnant with ſincere delight, 
What can the heart defend? 


Her modeſt worth, no wily art, 
Engaged my captivated heart 
To cheriſh fond defires; 
*Twas Beauty taught me to admire, 
But Virtue's bloom that did inſpire 
Theſe firm undying fires, 


Supremely bleſt in Delia's love, 

From her embrace T'd ne'er remove, 
Nor e&'er inconſtant ſtray 

But ſpending life in tranquil caſe, 

Make it my ſtudy how to pleaſe, 
And blithſome paſs each day. 


Could we our joys and ſorrows ſhare, 
Double each bliſs, diſſolve each care, 
7” would ſure tranſporting prove : 
Together glide the ſea of life, | 

Avoid ambition, baniſh ftrife, 
And ſeek immortal love, 


I 
SONGSTER. 
Cloe Singing. 


Na ſhepherdeſs of all the plain 

Like Cloe tunes her charming ſong; 
I hear tranſported ev'ry ſtrain, 

To Cloe fure the ſweeteſt ſounds belong. 


Hark ! how the warblings of her voice 
Tremble throughout the filent grove; 
Melodious echoes round rejoice, 

Melting my ſoul to ſtrong impatient love. 


Hark !—Philomel has ceas'd his lays 
To liſten to her ſofter ſong ; 

The diſtant ſwains, attentive, praiſe 
The thrilling accents of her tuneful tongue. 


Inchanting Muſic ! thou haſt power 

To warm the ſhepherd's gentle breaſt, 
And, when the toiling day is o'er, 
Give joy and rapture to his ev'ning's reſt. 


Belinda Bluſting . 


Sing the beauties that adorn 
Belinda's lovely face, 

Her bluſhes emulate the morn, 

And give enchanting grace, 


'Tis Virtue paints an op'ning roſe 

Upon her blooming cheek ; 
Tis Virtue would the charms diſcloſe 
That real worth beſpeak. 


Her modeſt beauties all are pure, 
And ſweeteſt joys impart : 
No tinſil can like theſe inſure 
The captivated heart. 
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Pleaſing angelic Modeſty ! 
Thy blooms reſiſtleſs prove; 
Chaſte Innocence attends on thee, 
And Conſtancy and Love! 


* nw 


_— 


Tear of Compaſſion. 


YL A's the ſweeteſt maid on earth, 
No one could charm me ſo; 
"The tear pfoclaims her heav'nly birth, 
She weeps for others woe. 


No gem, that glads the gaudy fair, 
And ſparkles to the ſight, 

Can with that cryſtal drop compare, 
Productive of delight. 


Compaſſion hail! enchanting pow'r, 
To ſoften Care thou'rt given; 
Sweet ſoother of the ſadden'd hour, 

Bleſt attribute of Heav'n. 


Fond Nature. with a kind intent 
To chear the drooping ſoul, 

This ſweet, amongſt the dregs, has ſent 
Of Life's diſtaſteful bowl. 


Offspring of univerſal Love, 
Spark of etherial fire, 

Thy melting ardours, hearts improve, 
And gen'rous thoughts inſpire. 


My paſſions let thy influence bind 
To emulate my fair, | 

For ſoft and pleafing pains attend 
The ſympathetic tear! 
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LI the gay ones and great 
Make the moſt of tbeir fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run. 
Well, who cares a jot? 
I envy them not, | 


While I have my dog and my gun. 


For exerciſe, air, 
To the fields I repair, 
With ſpirits unclouded and light ; 
The bliſſes I find, 
No ſtings leave behind, 
But health and diverſion unite. 


| Ss OQ .-N...-4S 
1 Valentine's day when bright Pbœbus 


ſhone clear, | 
I had not been hunting for more than a year : 
I mounted black Sloven, o'er the road made him 
bound, : | 
For I heard the hounds challenge, and horns ſweetly 
ſound, | 
Taleo taleo taleo taleo taleo taleo t aleo. 


* 


—— —„— 


Hallo into cover, old Anthony cries, | 

No ſooner he ſpoke, but the fox, fir, he "ſpies; 

This being the ſignal, he then crack'd bis whip ; 

Taleo was the word, and away we did leap. 
Taleo, &c. 


Then up rides Dick Dawſon, who car'd nat a pin, 
He ſprang at the drain, but his horſe tumbled in; 
And as he crept out, why he ſpi'd old Ren', 
With his tongue hanging out ſtealing home to his 
den. | 
Taleo, &c. 


— 
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Our hounds and our horſes were always as good 

At ever broke covert, or daſh'd thro' the wood; 

Old Reynard runs hard, but muſt certainly die, 

Have at you, old Tony, Dick Dawſon did 22 
Taleo, &c. 


The hounds they had run twenty miles now or 
more, 

Old Anthony fretted, he curs'd too and n 

But Reynard being ſpent ſoon muſt give up the 

olt, 

Which will heighten our joys when we come to 

each toaſt. 
Taleb, &c. 


The day's fport being over the horns we will ſound, 
To the jolly fox-hunters let echo reſound, 

So fill up your glafſes, and chearfully drink, 

Io the honeſt true ſportſman who never will ſhrink, 


Taleo, & C. 


| VE ſportſmen draw near, and ye ſportſwomen 


too, 

Who delight in the joys of the field ; 
Mankind, tho' they blame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield. | 
His lordſhip, his worſhip, his honour, his grace, 

A hunting continually go; 
All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
Hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 
To hunt for a mortgage or deed; 

The huſband gets up, at the ſound of the horn, | 
And rides to the commons full ſpeed ; 
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The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game, 
The poet, too, often lays low, 

Who, mounted on Pegaſus, flics after fame, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho. 


While fearleſs o'er hills and o'er woodlands we 
ſweep, 4 
Tho? prudes on our paſtime may frown, 
How oft do they decency's bounds over leap, 
And the fences of virtue break down. 
Thus, public or private, for penfion, for place. 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for ſhew, 
All ranks and degrees are engaged in the chace, 
With hark forward, huzza, tally ho, 
5 Young Colin. 
HE fields were green, the hills were gay, 
And birds were ſinging on each ſpray, 
When Colin met me in the grove, 
And told me tender tales of love: 
Was ever ſwain ſo blythe as he, 
So kind, ſo faithful, and ſo free, 


In ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
Young Colin ſtole my heart away. 


"Irs 


md 


Whene'er he trips the mead along, 
He ſweetly joins the wood-lark's ſong ; 
And when he dances on the green, 
There's none ſo blytke as Colin ſeen : 
If he's but by, I nothing fear, 

For I alone am all his care; WO 2 
Then ſpite of all my friends ean ſay, 
He's ſtole my tender heart away. 


My mother chides whenc'er I roam, 
And ſeems ſurpriz'd I quit my home; 
But ſhe'd not wonder that I rove, 
Did ſhe but feel how much I love; 
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Full well L know the generous ſwain 
Will never give my boſom pain ; 
Then ſpite of all my friends can ſay, 
He's ftole my tender heart away. 


* D. 


WE RE I as poor as wretch can be, 
As great as any monarch he, 

Ere on ſuch terms I'd mount his throne, 

I'd work my fingers to the bone. 


Grant me, ye pow'rs (I aſk not wealth) 
Grant me but innocence and health; 
Ah! what is grandeur link'd to vice ? 
"Tis only virtue gives it price. 


rr 


| . on the pleaſant banks of Tweed 
Young Jocky won my heart; 
None tun'd ſo ſweet his oaten reed, 
None ſung with ſo much art, 
His ſkilful tale 
Did ſoon prevail, 
To make me fondly love ham ; 
But now he flies, 
Nor hears my cries, 
I would I ne er had ſeen him. 


When firſt we met, the bonny ſwain 
Of nought but love could ſay: 
Oh ! give, he cried, my heart again, 
You've ſtole my heart away: 
Or elſe incline, 
To give me thine, 
And I'll together join em, 
My faithful heart 
Will never part, 
Ah! why did I believe him. 


 SONGSTER 
Not now my ſlighted face he knows, 
His ſoon forgotten dear; 
To wealthier laſs o*erjoy'd he goes, 
To breath his falſhoud there: 
Miſtaken Kate, 
The ſwain's a cheat, 
Not for a moment truſt him: 
For ſhining gold, 
He's bought and ſold : 
I would I had not ſeen him. 


Then all ye maidens fly the ſwain, 
His wily ſtories ſhun ; 
Elſe you like me muft ſoon complain, 
Like me will be undone ; 
But peace my breaſt, 
Nor break my reſt ; 
I try clean to forget him; 
I ſoon ſhall ſee 
x As good as he 
I wiſh I ne'er had ſcen him. 


_—_—_ 


105 


— — 


* 


ORD ! Sir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy 
But I the refuſal can bear; 
I warrant I ſhall not run crazy, 
Nor die in a fit of deſpair. 


If ſo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken ; 
For, Sir, for to let you to know, 
I'm not ſuch a maiden forſaken, 
But I hvae two ſtrings to my bow- 


O 
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AY, little fooliſh. fluttering thing, 
Whither, ah! whither would you wing 
Your airy flight ? 
Stay here, and ſing 
Your miſtreſs to delight. 
No, no, no, 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go, 
Where you wanton. could you be 
Half ſo Oy as with me. 


%K. 
M* Jockey is the blitheſt lad, 


That ever maiden woo'd : 
When he appears my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good. 
He talks of love, when&er we meet, 
His words with rapture flow; 
Then tunes his pipe, an d ſings ſo ſweet, 
I have no pow r to go. 


All other laſſes he foilales, 
And flies to me alone ; 

At ev'ry fair, and all the wakes, 
I hear them making moan : 

He buys me toys, and ſweetmeats tos, 
And ribbands for my hair; 

No ſwain was ever half ſo true, 

Or half ſo kind and fair. 


Where'er I £0 I nothing fear 
If Jockey is but by, 
For I alone am all his care 
When any danger's nigh, 


5 
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He vows to wed next Witſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life ; 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens, ſay, ' 
To be young Jockey's wife? 
WASTI a ſhepherd's maid, to keep 
On yonder plains a flock of ſheep, 
Well pleas'd I'd watch the live-long day, 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play. 
Or would ſome bird, that pity brings, 
But for a moment lend its wings, 
My parents then might rave and ſcold, 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold: 
Their words are barſh, his walls are high; 
But ſpite of all away I'd fly, 


—*_ 


em. . 
* * —_— 
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MI ſhepherd is gone far away o'er the plain, 

1 While in ſorrow behind him I'm forc'd to 
remain; 

Tho' blue - bells and vi lets the hedges adorn, 

Tho' trees are in bloſſom, and ſweet blows the 

thorn; | | 

No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay 

There's nothing can pleaſe now my Jockey's away; 

Forlorn J ſit ſinging, and this is my ſtrain, 

Haſte, haſte, to my arms, my dear Jockey, again, 
Halte, haſte, &e. | 


| When lads and their laſſes are on the green met, 
They dance and they ſing, they laugh and they 
a chat, 

Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 
I can't without envy their merriment ſee; 


k 
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Thoſe pleaſures offend me, my ſhepherd? s not 


there, 
No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare ; 
It makes me to ſigh, I from tears ſcarce refrain, 
I wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair, 
He promis'd he would in a fortnight be here ; 
On foad expectation my wiſhes I'll feaſt, 

For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will hafte : 
Then farewell each care, adieu cach vain ſigh! 
Who'll then be ſobleit, or ſo happy as I ? 
1'll fing on the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 
When Jockey returns to my arms 1 2 again. 


— 


e 0M 8. 
3 the man that I love, though my heart 
| I diſguiſe, 


I will freely deſoribe the wretch I deſpiſe ; 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw, 


And if he has ſenfe, &e. 


A wit without ſenſe, without fury a beau; 

| Like a parrot he chatters, and ſtruts like a crow ; 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 

In courage a hind, in\ conceit a gaſcoon. 
A peacock, &c. 


As a yultyre rapacious, in falſhood a 1005 ; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; 
As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as a bog ; 
In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 

As a tyger, &c. 


In a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather ; 


7 4 — * ” 7 
4 
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Vet if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 


He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw. 
Yet if he Ras ſenſe, Kc. 2 


ö 


MADE Ng, let your lovers languiſh, 
If you'd have them conſtant prove; 
Doubts and fears, and fighs and anguiſh, 
Are the chains that faſten love. 


Jockey woo'd, and I conſented, / 
Soon as e'er I heard his tale, 
He with conqueſt quite contented, 

- Boaſting, rov'd around the vale, 

Maidens, let your lovers, &c. 


Now he Goats on ſcornful Molly, 
Who rejects him with diſdain ; 

Love's a ſtrange bewitching folly, 
Never pleas'd without ſome pain. 

Maidens, let your lovers, &c. 


— 
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| 622 fog of my * all night and all Cays 
He's ever good-natur'd, and frolic, and gay, 
His voice is as ſweet as the nightingale's lay, 
And well on his bagpipe my ſhepherd can plays 
And a bonny young lad is my Jockey, 
And a bonny, &c. 


He ſays that he loves me, I'm vitty and fair, 
And praiſes my eyes, and my lips, and my hair ; 
Roſe, vi'let nor lilly with me can compare: 
If this be to flatter, tis pretty 1 [wear ; ; 

And a bonny, &c. 
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He kneel'd at my feet, and with many a figh 
He cry'd, O my dear will you never conpy ? 
If you mean to deſtroy me, why do it, I'll die. 
I trembled all over, and anſwered, Not I: 


And a bonny, &c, 


Around the tall may-pole he dances ſo neat, 

And ſonnets of love the dear boy can repeat: 

He's conſtant, he's valiant, be's wiſe and diſcreet, 

His looks are ſo kind, and his kiſſes ſo ſweet : 
And a bonny, &c. 


At eve, when the ſun ſeeks repoſe in the weſt, 
And May's tuneful choriſts all ſkim to their neſt, 
When I meet on the green the dear boy I love 
beſt, — 
My heart is juſt ready ts burſt from my breaſt: 
And a bonny, &c. 


But ſee how the meadows are moiſten'd with dew, 


Come, come, my dear ſhepherd, I wait but for 
ou: - 

We live for each other, but conſtant and true, 

And taſte the ſoft raptures no monarch e' er knew: 


And a bonny, &c. 


7 


00 8. 
S my cow I was milking juſt now in the vale, 
Young Alexis advanced and told a fond tale z 


Such a tale, gentle maidens, believe what I ſay, _ 
I with pleaſure could wait for to hear it all day? 


I with pleaſure could wait, 


I with pleaſure could wait, | 
I with pleaſure could wait for to hear it all day? 


Hail Florella be cry'd, now I'm bappy I vow, 


For to ſee you, believe me, I came from the 


plough. 4 
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Wilt thou have me Florella, my deareſt now ſay ? 
I with frowns' {ſoon reply'd I'll not hear you to- 


day. 


Pray, Alexis, I ſaid—for to try him I ſtrove, 
Never come near me more, for I'm fure yon don't 
love ; | 
Not deter'd by rough ſpeeches, nor all I could ſay, 
Still he anſwer'd, with ſmiles, make me happy to- 

day. | | 25 


Now, with bluſhes I tell, I no longer ſaid no, 
But Alexis and I unto church ſoon did go; 

Ye laſſes, then hear me, oh hear me I pray, 
Never wait for to-morrow, catch hold on to-day. 


* — IS > IN ws 
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4 9% morning till night, and wherever I go, 
Young Colin purſues me, tho' ſtill 1 ſay No, 

Ye matrons experienc'd inform me, I pray, 

In a point that's ſo critical, what ſhall I ſay ? 

Ye matrons experienc'd inform me, I pray, 

In a peint that's fo critical, what ſhall I ſay? 


Soft ſonnets he makes on my beauty and wit, 
Such praiſes a boſom that's tender muſt hit; 
He vows that he'll love me for ever and aye; 
In points that's fo critical, what can 1 ſay ? - 


He brought me a garland, the ſweeteſt cer ſcen, 
And ſaluting me, call'd me his heart's little queen: 
In my breaſt, like a bird, I ſound ſomething play, 
Inſtruct a young virgin then what ſhe muſt ſay. 
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But vain my petition, you heed not my call, 
But leave me unguarded to ſtand or to fall; 
No more I'll ſolicit, no longer I'll pray, 
Let prudence inform me in what 1 ſhall ſay. 


When next he approaches, with care in his eye, 

If he aſks me to wed I vow I'll comply, 

At church he may take me for ever and aye, 
And I warrant you then I ſhall know what to ſay, 


— ——— 


8 ON G. 


ORD, what care ] for mam and dad? 
Why let 'em ſcold and bellow, 
For while I live I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch a charming fellow, 


The laſt fair day on Gander green, 
The youth he danc'd ſo well o. 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my ſweet charming fellow. 


The fair was over, night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow; 
Says he my dear, I'll ſee you home— 

I thank'd the charming fellow, 


We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, if you'll not tell o, 

I'll kiſs you here, by this good light 
Lord what charming fellow. 


\ | | 
You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath, 
Ye bells ring out my knello, 
Again I'd die ſo ſweet a death, 
With ſuch a charming fellow. 
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HO? prudence may preſs me, 
And duty diſtreſs me, 
Fail inclination, ah ! what can they do ? 
No longer a rover, 
His follies are over, 
My heart, my fond heart, ſays, my Henry is true. | 
' | The bee thus as changing, 
From ſweet to ſweet ranging, 
A roſe ſhould he light on ne'er wiſhes to ſtray ; 
With rapture poſſeſſing 
In one eu 'ry bleſſing, 
Till torn from her boſom ne'er flies far away. 


Auld Robin Grey. 


W HEN the ſheep are in the fauld, and a“ the 


kye at hame, 
And s' the weary warld to ſleep is gane; 
The waes of my heart fall in ſhow'rs fra“ my eie 
While wy gude man ſleeps ſound by me. 


Young Jamie lov'd me week, and aſld me far his 
=: bride, 

But ſaving a crown he bad naithing elſe beſide. 

To make the crown a pound my Jamie went to ſea, 

And the crown and the pound were baith for me. 

He had na been awa a week but only twa, 

When my faither brake his arm, and our cow was 

ſtole awa, 
My mither ſhe fell ſick, and my Jamie at the ſea, 
When Auld Robin Grey came a courting to me. 


My faither cou'd na work, and my mither cou'd na 
ſpin, 


I toiled day and clade but their bread I cou'd na 
| win, x 
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Auld Robin fed em baith, and wi' tears in his e'e, 
Said, Jeanie, for their ſakes, oh marry me: 
My heart it ſaid na, and I. look'd for Jamie back, 
But the wind, it blew hard, and bis ſhip was & 

wreck, | 
His ſhip was a wreck, why did na -Jqwie die, 
And why was he ſpared to cry wae is me? 


My faither urg'd me ſair, but my mither did na 
ſpeak, 

But ſhe lookt in wy. face til my heart was like to 

break; 

So they gied bim my band, tho! wy heart x was at 
ſea, 

And auld Robin Gray was a ** man to me: 

L had na been a wife, weeks but only four, 

When ſitting ſo dowie, ae day at the door, 

I ſaw .my Jagiic's ghaiſt, but I could na think it he, 

Till he ſaid, n came hame love, to marry thee. 


Sair, ſair did we greet, and mickle did we ſay, 
We took but a kiſs, and we tore, ourſelves, away, 
1 wiſh I were dead, but I'm no like to die, 

Ob, why was I born to ſay, wae is me? THe 
I gang like a ghaiſt, and I dinna like to ſpin, 

I dare not think on Jamie, for that would be a ſin Z 
So I'll do the beſt I can a guide wife to be, 

For Auld Robin Gray i is. ſo kind to mee 


The Death of Rolin Grey. 
18 PE ho it was Enaling,. nature round was 


gay, 
When Jeanie was attending on Auld Robin Gray; 
For he was ſick at heart, and had na friend beſide, 
But only me, poor Jeanie, who newly was his 
bride. 


—_— 


| 
: 
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Ah 9 2 die, he cry'd, as ſure as I had 
irt 


Then ſee my = auld banes, pray, laid into the 
eart 
And be a widow for my ſake a twelvemonth and 


a day, 
And I will leave whate'er belongs to Auld Robin 
Gray. 


T laid poor Robin in the earth, as decent as I 


cou'd, 
| And ſhed a tear upon his grave, for he was very 
gude, 
I took my rock all in my hand, and in my cot I 
ſigh'd 
Ab wae is me what ſhall I do ſince poor Auld Ro- 
bin died : 
Search ev'ry part thro? out the land there's none 
like me forlorn ; [ born, 


I'm ready e'en to ban the day, that ever I was 

For Jamie all I lov'd on earth ; ah! he is gone 
away; 

My faither and my mitber's dead and eke Auld 
Robin Gray. 


J roſe up with the morning ſun and ſpun till ſet- 
ting day 

And one whole year of widowhood I mourn'd for 
Robin Gray; 

J did the duty of a wife both kind and conſtant too 

Let ev'ry one example take and Jeanie's plan 
purſue. [loſt, 

J thought that jamie he was dead or he to me was 

And all my fond and youthful love entirely was 
croſt. 

I tried to ſing, I tried to laugh, and paſs the time 
a way, 


For I had not a friend alive fince died Auld Ros 
bin Gray, 
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At length the merry bells rung round, I cou'd na 


gueſs the cauſe, 
Yet Rodney was the man they ſaid who got ſo 
much applauſe; 
1 n. a: the tale was true, ul Jamie: came to 


And we a a purſe of golden ore, and ſaid it is 
for thee, 

Auld Robin Grey I find is dead, and ftill your heart 
is true, 

Then take me Jeanie to your arms, and I will be 
ſo too. 

Meſs John ſhall join us at the kirk and we'll be 
blith aud gay, 

I bluſh'd, conſented, and replied, adieu * Robin 

«| Gray. 


3 — — 


The Gha ift of Robin Grev. 
was; in the dead of night, ſoon after Jeanie 


wed, 

And wi' her faithful Jamie was ſleeping i in her bed, 
A hollow voice ſhe heard which call'd her to awake, 
And liſten to the words would be utter'd for her 

ſake, [fear, 
She ſtarted from her fleep, her boſom beat with 
When the ghaiſt of Robin Gray before her did 

appear, [ſay, 
He wav'd his ſnadowy n and thus to her did 
Ah Jeanie ! liſt awhile, to your Auld Robin Gray. 


] do not come, dear Jean, your conduct to reprove, 
Or interrupt the joys you ſhare in Jamie's love, 
His honeſt heart deſerves whatever he can receive, 
Since he has fought ſa nobly, and would not you 
deceive ; 


Still let his courage riſe, his country's foes to quell, 
To you he ſafe ſhall come again, the fates now bid 


me tell, 
With Howe aswell as Rodney his valour he l diſplay 


If you will but believe the ghaiſt of Robin Gray. 


And Jeanie muſt ſabmit, your virtue is your guard, 
For fortune has in ſtore for you a high and rich 


reward; 
The haughty Dons ſubdued, with Holland and with 
France, 2 


Your Jamie with freſh laurels crown'd will to your 
wiſh” advance. 

Then let him haſte wi' all his f. peed to join a noble 
fleet, 

Tho' danger does appear in view no harm ſhall 

EL, Jamie meet, 

But joyful ſhall return again upon a future day, 
And you may ſure believe the — of Robin Gray. 


8 0 N 6. 
WHEN firſt my dear laddie gade to the green 
hill. 
And [ at ewe milking firſt how's my young ſkill ; 
Jo bear the milk bowie nae pain gave to me, 
Bo at eve I was bleſt with thy piping and thee, 


For aye as I milk'd, and aye as I ſang, 
My * _ d laddie ſhall be my good-man. 


When corn rigge waved yellow, and blue hether 
bells 

Bloom'd bonny on moorland, or ſweet riſing fells; 

Nae birns, briars, or brakens gave trouble to me, 

So I eat the ſweet berries when gather'd by thee ; 

For aye as I walk'd, and aye as I ſang, 

My vallow- hait'd laddie ſhall be my good man. 
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When you ran, or you wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, 
And came off the victor, my heart was aye fain, 
Give me ſtill theſe pleaſures, my ftudy ſhall be, 
To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee ; 


For aye as I wedded, and aye as I ſang, - 


My yallow-hair'd laddie ſhall be my good-man. 


ts Y ——_ tt... —— 


* 
— N n 4 —_— 


IJ W- OMP: 


HE filver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 
To wanton with the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light: | 
To courts be gone, heart-ſoothing ſleep. 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 
While I May's wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May : 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 

And rouſe yon nodding grove, 
Till new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: | 
At her approach the lark miſtakes, 

And quits the new dreſs'd green: 
Fond birds, *tis not the morning breaks, 

"Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


Now blithſome o'er the dewy mead, 
Where elves deſportive play, 


— 
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The feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their loy'd-tun'd lay, 

Till May in moraing-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 

The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry; 

Here's Kate of Aberdeen.“ 


— — 


8 0 1 
1 Jenny's my friend, my aclght and gd 


pride 
I always 1 boaſted, and ſeek not to hide: 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go; | 
They ſay I'm in love, but I anſwer, No, 10 3 
They ſay, &c, : 


At ev'ning 8 with what, . I fre 

A note from her hand, „Il be with you at tea!“ 
My heart how it bounds when I hear her below ! 
But ſay not tis love, for I ee 1 no; 

But ſay, &. 


She ſings me a a ſong, and I echo its rain ] 
Again I cry Jenny, ſweet Jenny again: 
I kiſs her ſweet lips; a0 if their I could grow 
Bur ſay not tis love, for [ anſwer, No, no; 
But ſay, &c. 


She tells me her faults as ſhe fits on my knee 

I chide her, and ſwear, ſhe's an angel to me: - 
My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ftill bids me think ſo: 
Who knows but ſhe loves,, tho the anſwers, * os 
Who knows, &c. 8 


From beauty and wit. * my REY bor 1 
Should er, adviſe, and cu me to f: 


— 
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Thy bounty. O fortune, make haſte to beſtow ; | 
And let me deſerve ber, or ſtill I'll . 1 
And let me, Ke. 3 


3 . 


* = a - 7 
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DELIEVE my ſighs, my tears, my dear, 
Believe the heart you've won: 


Believe my vows to you ſincere _ 
Or., Peggy, I'm un done. 

You ſay I'm falſe, and apt to change” bx 
At ev'ry face that's new : - 


Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I acer lov'd one but you. 


My heart was like a flake of ice, 
Till warm'd by your bright eyes, 

And then it kindled in a trice, 
A flame that never dies. 

Then take and try me, you ſhall find 
That I've a heart that's true: 

Of all the girls I ever ſaw, 
I ne'er oy d one like you. 


. F 0 * 


LY 


e. 


Lr the tempeſt of war 
Be beard from a far, 


With trumpets' and cannons' alarms 
Let the brave, if they will 
By their valour or Till, 

Seek honour and conqueſt in wk | 
To live ſafe, and retire, 
Is what I defire, 8 

of my flocks and my Chloe poſſeſt 
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For in them I obtain 
True peace without pain, 

And the laſting enjoyment of reſt : : 
In ſome cottage or cell, 
Like a ſhepherd to dwell, 

From all interruption at eaſe ; 
In a peaceable life, 

To be bleſt with a wife, 


Who will ſtudy her huſband to pleaſe. 


att. 
—— —_— 


GRAMACHREER. 


AS down on Banna's banks 1 ſtray'd, 
One evening in May, 

The little birds, in blitheſt notes, 
Made vocal ev'ry ſpray ; 

They ſung their little tales of love, 
They ſung them o'er and o'er, 

Ah! gramachree, ma cholleenouge, 
Ma Molly aſhtore! 


The daiſy py'd, and all the ſweets, 
The dawn of nature yields, 

The primroſe pale, and vi'let blue, 
Lay ſcatter'd o'er the fields; 

Such fragrance in the boſom lics, 
Of her whom I adore. 

Ah ! gramachree, &c. 


J laid me down upon a bank, 
Bewailing my fad fate, 

That doom'd me thus the ſlave of love, 

Aud cruel Molly's hate; 

How can ſhe break the honeſt heart, 
That wears her in its core ? 

Ah ! gramachree, &c. : 
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You ſaid you lov'd me, Molly dear, 
Ah! why did I believe? 

Yet who could think ſuck tender words, 
Were meant but to deceive ? 

That love was all I aſk'd on earth, 
Nay, Heav'n could give no more. 

Ah ! gramachree, &c. 


O ! had I all the flocks hat graze 
On yorder yellow hill, 

Or bod for me the num'rous herds 
That yon green paſture fill? 

With her I love, I'd gladly ſhare, 

My kine and fleccy ftore. 

Ah ! gramachree, &c. | 


Two turtle doves above my head, 
Sat courting on a bougb, 
I envy'd them their happineſs, 
. To ſee them bill and coo ; 
Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd 
But now, alas! *tis o'er, 


Ah! gramachree, &c. 


Then fare thee well, my Molly * 
Thy loſs I e'er ſhall mourn ;. 

While life remains in Strephon's beart, 
*T'will beat for thee alone 4130 

Tho' thou art falſe, may Heav'n on hee 1 
Its choiceſt bleſſings pour. 13 

Ah ! gramachre, ce. 


Bali inamora wha 


WY HEREVER, I'm going, and all the day 
ong, 
Abroad or at home, or alone in a throng, 
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I find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That Fong ae when U'm ſilent, runs flill in my 
ong | | b 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
A kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you I take no repoſe ; 
I fleep all the day to forget half my woes 
So hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, 
By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro? my clothes. 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me, 


In my conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, 
Who never was free till you made him your ſlave; 

Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 

Your pretty black eyes for me. 
On that happy day, when I make you my bride, 
With a ſwinging long ſword, how I'll ſtrut and 

I'll ſtride | 
In a coach and ſix horſes with honey I'll ride, 

As before you I walk to the church by your fide, 
Sing Balinamone Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Your little white fiſt for me. ling ov 


| Senfibility. 
* 7 


SWE Er Senſibility ! to every charm 
"Tis thou canſt added energy impart ; 
'Tis thou inſpir'ſt the all-awakened glow ; 


The moral poliſh of the feeling heart. 


In vain may Beauty boaſt the finiſh'd form ; 

Her eyes but with unmeaniog brightneſs roll: 
Till thou beſtow'ſt the finely-pointed —_— 
That finks reſiſtleſs to the yielding ſoul. 


Thus vulgar artiſts, with unheeded care, 
May form and colouring to a portrait give : 

But ſnch fine tints as ſpeak the maſter's hand, 
Add grace, expreſſion, bid the canvas live. 


The "i of $ kighing.. 


OF all the fine things that the gay celebrate, 
And the many odd fancies that come from each 
pate 
Sure its ther of wonder that none e'er reſound 
The circle of j Joys that in ſleighing abound. 


There are ſome who in pheaton glory to roll, 
Whilft others in chariots expand the whole ſoul, 
To beftride prancing horſes full many may pleaſe ; 
But the pleaſures of ſleighing are greater than theſes 


Muſidora, Miſs Mira, and all the gay throng 

In exchange for a ſleighing will give you a ſong ; 
They will leave a dear ball, concerto or play, 

And vow that no muſic 9 ſweet as a ſleigh. 


Then firike a bold ſtroke, gain their hearts while 
you can; 

The greater galant, the more favourite man. 

"Tis not whining nor pining that carries the day: 

So away with ſuch noneſenſe, and out with the 


1 ! 
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Corydon and Phillis. 
HE* ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to a 
8 | | 


2%” rove, ' 
To hide from the heat of the day; 
And Phillis herſelf, in a woodbine alcove, 
Among tlie ſweet violets lays 
A young lambkin, it ſeems, had been ſtolen from 
('Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot) [ite dam 
That Corydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lamb, 
Arrive at the critical ſpot. | F 


As thro' the green hedge for his lambkin he peeps - 
He ſaw the fair nymph with ſurprize ; 

Ye gods, if ſo killing, he cry'd, while ſhe Qleeps, - 
I'm loſt if ſhe opens her eyes; 

To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 
I'll homeward my lambkin to trace. 

But in vain honeſt Corydon ſtrove to depart, 
For love held him faft to the place. 


Ceaſe, ceaſc, pretty birds, what a chirping yon 
E think you too loud on the ſpray ; [ keep, 
Don't you ſee, fooliſh Jark, that the charmer's afleep 
You'll wake her as ſure as tis / day. 
How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid, 
Her cheeks he miftakes for the roſe, | 
I'd put him to death, if I was not afraid 
My boldneſs would break her repoſe.” 


Then Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing ſmile, 
Kind ſhepherd, ſaid ſhe, you miltake; 

T laid myſelf down for to reſt me awhile, 

But truſt we I've long been awake. 

The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
He placd himſelf down by her ſide; 

And manag'd the matter I cannot tell how, 
But yeſterday made her his bride. 


© 
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Soldier a Song. 
How ſtands the glaſs around ? 


For ſhame, ye take no care, my boys, 
How ſtands the glaſs around ? 
Let mirth and wine abound. 
The trumpets ſound, 

The colours they are flying, boys, 
To fight, kill; or wound ; 
May we till be found, 

Content with our hard fate, my boys, 
On the cold ground, 


Why, ſoldiers, why; 


Should we be melancholy, boys ? 


Why ſoldiers, why, 
Whoſe bus'neſs tis to die? 
What ſighing, fic! 

Drown fear, drink on be Jolly, boys, 
»Tis he, you, or I! 
Cold, hot, wet or dry, 

We're always bound to follow, boys, 
And ſcorn to fly. 


Tis but in vain, 


I mean not to upbraid ye, boys; 


*Tis but in vain 
Far ſoldiers to complain ; 
Should next campaign 
Send us to Him who made us, boys, 
We're free from pain! 
But if we remain. 
A bottle and kind landlady 
Cure all again. 


— 
— 


y= E virgins attend, 
Lelieve me your friend, 


„ 
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And with prudence adhere to my plan ; 
Ne'er let it be ſaid, 
There goes an old maid, 
But get married as faft as you can. 5 


| 
| 
| 


* 


As ſoon as you find 
Your hearts are inclin'd 
To beat quick at the fight of a man ; ; 
Then chooſe out a youth 
With honour and truth, < 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


For age, like a cloud, 140. 
Your charms ſoon will ſhroud, 
And this whimſical life's but a ſpan 8 
Then, maids, make your hay, 
While Sol darts his ray, 
And get married as faſt as you can. 


The treacherous rake 
Will artfully take 
Er'ry method poor girls to trepan 3 
But baflle their ſnare, 
Make virtue your care, 
And get marticd as faſt as you can. 


And when Hymen's bands 
Have join'd both your hands, _ 

The bright flame (lil! continue to fan; 
Ne'er harbour the Rings 
That jealoufy brings, 

But be contant, and bleſt while you can. 


———.. 


R 


1 
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On ! the days when I was young ! | 
| When I laugh'd in fortune's ſpite, | 

Talk'd of love the whole day long : 
And with nectar crown d the night. 
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'Then it was, old father Care, 
Little reck'd I of thy frown ; 
Half thy malice youth could bear, 
And the reſt a bumper drown. - 

Oh! the days, &c. 


Truth, they ſay; lies in a well, 
Why I vow I ne er could ſee; 
Let the water drinkers tell, | 
There it always lay for me: 
For when ſparkling wine went round, 
Never ſaw I falſhood's maſk ; 
But ſtill honeſt truth I found, 
In the bottom of each flaſk ! 
Oh! the days, &c. 


True at length my vigour's flown, 
I have years to bring decay; 
Few the locks that now I own, 
And the few I have are grey; 
Yet, old Jerome, thou may'ſt boaſt, 
While thy ſpirits do not tire, 
Still beneath thy age's froſt 
Glows a ſpark of youthful fire. 
\ Oh ! the days, &c. 


N G6. 


OME, ye party jangling ſwains, | 
Leave your flocks and quit the plains, 
Friends to country, friends to court, 
Nothing here ſhall ſpoil your ſport. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, . 


Welcome every friendly gueſt ! 


Sprightly widows come away, 
Laughing dames and virgins gays 


0 
ad 
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Little gaudy, fluttering miſſes, 
Smiling hopes of future bliſſes. 


Ever welcome, &c. 


All that ripening ſun can bring, 

Beauteous ſummer, beauteous ſpring, 

In one varying ſcene we ſhow 

The green, the ripe, the bud, the blow, 
Ever welcome, -&c. 


Comus jeſting. muſic charming, 
Wine inſpiring, beauty warming, 
Rage and party malice dies. 
Peace returns, and diſcord flies. 
Ever welcome to our feaſt, 


Welcome every friendly gueſt ! 55 


& 02 205-07 


MY temples with cluſters of grapes I'll entwine, 
| And barter all joy for a goblet of wine; 

In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 

But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 
Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair 
For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 
If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs? 


»Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart : 
The miſer himſelf (ſo ſupreme is her ſway) 
Grows convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, ſorrow lifts up her 
head, | 
And poverty likens, well pleas'd, from her ſhed ; 
R 7 a 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


130 The AMERICAN 


While age, in an extaſy, hobbling along, 
Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, © 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the board; 
I'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair ; 
*Tis the toalt of a lover, and pledge me who dare, 


= th. nA. — 


* 


6 


2 
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GEE the conquering hero comes, 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums 
Sports prepare, the laurel bring, 

Songs of triumph to him fing. 


— 


See the godlike youth advance, 
Breathe the flutes, and lead the dance; 
Myrtles wreathe and roſes twine, 

To deck the hero's brow divine. 


% . 8. 


HAT a charming thing's a battle ! 
Trumpets ſounding, drums a beating; 
Crack, crick, crack, the cannons rattle, 
Ev'ry heart with joy clating. 
With what pleaſure we are ſpying, T9 Þ 
From the front and-from the rear, 
Round us in the ſmoaky air, 
Heads, and limbs, and bullets flying ! 
Then the groans of ſoldiers dying, 
Juſt like ſparrows, as it were 
At each pop, ; 
Hundreds drop; | 
While the muſkets prittle prattle : 


SONGSTER 
Killed and wounded, 


Lie confounded, 


What a charming thing'sa battle 


But the pleaſant joke of all, 

Is when to cloſe fra» we fall g' » 

Like mad bulls each other butting, 

Shooting, ſtabbing, maiming, — ; 
Horſe and foot, 
All go to't, 

Kill's the word, both men and cattle ; 
Then to plunder, | 
Blood and thunder, 

What a charming thing's a battle. 


32 89 0 


A Maſter I have, and I am his man, 
Galloping dreary dun, 
And he'll get a Foie as faft as he can, 
| With a haily, gaily, 
Gambo raily, 
Giggling, 
Niggling, 


Galloping galloway, draggle tail dreary dun. 


I ſaddled his ſteed, ſo fine and fo gay, 
Galloping dreary dun : 

I mounted my mule, and we rode away, 
With our baily, &c. 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Galloping dreary dun; 
The nightingale ſung inſtead of the lark, 
With her haily, Kc. 
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We met with a friar, and aſk'd him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun; | 
By the lord, ſays the friar, you are both aſtray, 
With your haily, &c. 


Our journey, I fear, will do us no 1554 Y 
Galloping dreary dun: 

We wander alone, like the babes in the wood, 
With our haily, &c. 


My maſter is fighting and I'll take a peep, 
Galloping dreary dun ; 
But now I think on it—T'd better go ſleep, 
With my haily, &c. n 


8 © N 6. 
Hex. hark ! ſweet Laſs, the trumpet ſounds, 


 *Tis honour calls to war; 
Now love J leave, perhaps for wounds 
And beauty for a ſcar, 


But. ah? ſuppreſs thoſe riſing ſighs; 
Ah? check that falling tear: 

Leſt ſoft diſtreſs, from lovely eyes, 
Create a new · born fear. 


My life to fame devoted was, 
Before my fair I knew, 

And, if I now deſert her cauſe, 
Shall I be worthy you? 


It is not fame alone invites, 
Though fame this boſom warms : 
My country's violated rights 
Impel my ſoul to arms. 


S 0 N S. 


(3? tuneful bird, that glads the ſkies, 
To Daphny's window ſpeed thy way, 
And there on trembling pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay : 
And if the deign thy notes to hear, 
And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 
Tell her, the ſound that ſooths her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 


Tell her in livelier plumes array'd, 

The birds from India's groves may ſhine, 

But aſk the lovely, partial maid, 

What are hi notes compar'd with thine ? 
Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 

And all his flaunting race with ſcorn, 

And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 


Who ſings her praiſe, but ſings forlorn. 


\ 


„ 


[| DzeanT I ſaw a piteous ſight, 
Young Cupid weeping lay, 

Until his pretty ſtars of light, 
Had wept themſelves away. 


Mcthought I aſk'd him why he wept, 
Mere pity led me on: | 

He deeply ſigh'd and then replied, 
Alas! I am undone. 


As I beneath yon myrtle lay, 
Cloſe by Diana's ſprings, 

Amintor ſtole my bow away, 
And pinion'd both my wings. 
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Alas! ſaid 1 where's then thy bow, 
Wherewith he wounded me; 

Thou art a god, and ſuch a blow, 
Could come from none but thee. 


But if thou wilt revenged be 
On that ambitious ſwain, 
II ſet thy wings at liberty, 
And thou ſhalt fly again: 
And all the ſervice on my part 
That I require of thee, 
Is that you'd wound Amintor's heart, 
And make him die for me. 


The ſilken fetters I untied, 
And the gay, wings diſplay'd, 
He mounting gently fann'd and cry'd _ 
Adieu, fond fooliſh maid ! 


At that I bluſh'd and angry grew, 

I ſhould the god believe; 
But waking found my dream too true, 
Alas I was a ſlave. i 


6—— 3 
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. 
He W oft, beneath yon artleſs bow't, 
Have I with Pheœbe ſat, 


And ſpent, a ſweet, a harmleſs hour, 
In gay, endearing chat ! 


Oft would the ſportive wren alight, 
And chirp from vine to vine 
Peace! little vagrant, thy delight 
Could not compare with mine. 
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While at the evening's mild decay, 
We've ſought our much lov'd grove, 
The Robin's ſoft, melodious lay, 
Would harmonize our love. 


Ah! Colin leave the flattering theme, 
Nor drop th' unmanly tear; | 

Thy pleaſures vaniſhNike a dreams 
Since Phœbe's inſincere. 


Kt. A. — 


Diſappointed Agection. 
HE1#A, once in proſpect fair, 


I deem'd thee mine alone : 
That proſpect now more light than air, 
With ev'ry comforts gone! 


Joy s, that's flown on rapid wings, 
Have left ſad care behind, 

Empoiſon fieree affliction's ſtings, 
And deeper wound the mind. 


To me how dull the fky appears, 
Tho? Sol in triumph reigns 
Denied the ſad reſource of tears, 
How racking are my pains ! 


Our ſouls in one congenial mould, 
Receiv'd their early form; 

With thee thro! life tho thunders roll'd, 
Well pleas'd I'd brave the ſtorm. 1 


Our little bark, till danger o'er, 
Would ſhun the boiſterous wave, 


And keep along the peaceful ſhore, | : 


That gentle waters lave, 


— 
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Alas ! how fair would fancy dreſs 
The viſionary lay: | 

But all in vain, for woes oppreſs, 

And drive ſweet hope away. 


Thoſe hearts that ne'er with pity melt, 
(As dew impearls the thorn,) _ 
Will ſmile at pangs they have not felt, 
And treat my grief with {corn : | 


But ſure the mind, where ſenſe can gain 
Her pleaſing mild abode, 
Will own we reach contentment's fane, 


Thro? love's delightful road. 


Kitty, the Toaſt. - 


OUR ancient bards, like ruſtic ſwains, 
Attun'd their harps to worthleſs rains, 
Well ſuiting rural grots and plains 

And artleſs lovers fires: 
Of modeſt nymphs, diſdaining art, 
Whoſe ſimple ſweetneſs charms the heart, 
The bluſh that edges Cupid's dart, 
And faithful love inſpires. 


Of virgins like the Cyprian Queen, 

With ſweet porportion, air and mein, 

Where ſimple dignity is ſeen, 
In manners and in dreſs : 

Of Queens and Nywphs divinely fair, 

Who garbs of their own. weaving wear, 

Nor bluſh to tend their fleecy care, 
Deſpiſing idleneſs, 
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To Dorcas, type of modern race, 


Ve ancient queens and nymphs give place; 


With her ye bards your lyries grace, 
Your melting ſtrains give o'er ! 

In preſent times, refin'd in arts, 

My fair excels in winning hearts, 

No mortal wounds attend her darts, 
None languith as of yore! 


She's boift'rous in her air and mien, 

On her no riſing bluſh is ſeen, 

Her colour fixt like Gallia's queen, 
With art before the glaſs *; 

In martial confidence of face, 

Vivacity attends grimace ;— 

There modeſt nature finds no place, 
And maſculine her dreſs. 


If dreſs more feminine ſhe'd wear, 

Her artificial folds of hair, 

Majeſtic, huge beyond compare, 
What fancy could detail! 

My trembling muſe then ſhuns the weight 

Her wond'rous head, to delineate— 

Her barbar better can relate | 
The intereſting tale. 


Love's globes fictitious, neatly plac'd ; 
With cork well form'd in neweſt taſte, 
Her hips are formidably graced, 
And of the ampleſt ſize: 
Large hoops her petticoats adorn 
Her dreſs from either India borne, 
Domeftic fabrics are her ſcorn, 


And plainneſs ſhocks her eyes! 
| 8 


* Alluding to the picture of the * of France 


preſented to Congreſs by Louis XVI. 
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As moves the elephant to war, 

Thus widely ſpreads my Dorcas fair, 

All ſymmetry diſplay'd with care, 
To charm the gazing ſwains ! 

When ftately thus ſhe heaves in ſight, 

Pale, daſtard Cupid, in affright, 

With Cytherea, wing their fioht 
To rural grots and plains. 


Hopeleſs Love. 


EASE, tyrant of my flaming befor ceaſe, 
Nor force the gentle ſlumbers from my eyes, 
Ah! but again reſtore my youthful peace, 
And from my breaſt eraſe deſponding ſighs. 
4 


May fate relent, nor let me languiſh here, 

While by her eyes I'm chain'd to gloomy care; 
Still for the tranſient roſe. I ſhed a tear, 

And o'er ber bluſhes weep with wild deſpair. , 


Impetuous 1 pierces while I gaze, 
Corroſive anguiſh preys upon my mind; 


I ſtand condemn'd to paſs unhappy days 


And leave content and flatt'ring hope behind. 


1 orieve in filence, and I grieve 1n vain, 
Her eyes reſiſtleſs ſnatch me to my doom; 
Fain would I rove, to eaſe this ling' ring pain, 
But that will follow to the duſky tomb. 


Fly hope, thou ſoother, from my wretched breaſt 
Revive no more, nor bring thy gentle aid; ; 

T mourn, I wander, and I weep unbleſt, 
Enſlav'd, rejected by a beautuous maid. 
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WEN hope endears a lover's pain, 
25 And ſooths his tortur'd heart. 
When beauty ſmiles to hear the ſtrain, 
How pleaſing is the ſmart ! 
But if deſpair the ſting enereaſe, 

And every hope remove; 
If beauty beam no ray of peace, 
How dreadful tis to love. 


8. 0 NG 
HEN ſwallows lay their eggs in ſnow, 
And geeſe in wheat-ears build their neſts ; 
When roaſted crabs a hunting go, 
And cats can laugh at goflip's jcſts ; 
When law and conſcience are akin, 
And pigs are learnt by note to ſqueak; 


Your worſhip then ſhall ſtroke your chin, 
And teach an owl to whiſtle Greek. 


Till when let your wiſdom be dumb; 
For ſay man of Gotham, | 
What is this world? 
A tetotum, | 
By the finger of folly twirl'd ; _ 
With a hey go up, and about we come; 
While the ſun a good poſt- horſe is found, 
So merrily we'll run round. 


The Neſt. 
A in the glowing noon of day, 
Stretch'd careleſs on the ground, 


Beneath the breezy pines I lay, : 
Lull'd by their murm'ring ſound. 


140 The AMERICAN 


A little neſt aloft I ſpied, 
Of feathers white as ſnow, 

With ſtrong, tho' ſlender, cordage tied 
Faſt to the topmolt bough. | 


With eager joy, I ſeiz'd the prize, 

And found a beauteous pair= g- 
Love, yet unfledg'd, with friendſhip lies, 

Together neſtling there. | 


Delia, my captive. love detains 
In Hymen's ſilken clue ; oh 

Friendſhip, Myrtilla, yet remains 

An off ring fit for you. | 


K. 

WI AT is u poet, Sir? you, Sir? no Sir! — 
*Tis this, Sir, I'd have you to know— 
Conſtantly writing, Sir, 

And his nails biting, Sir, 

Oh, he's a wondrous fellow 1 


Now in the garret, Sir— high, Sir—high, Sir! 
Now in the cellar beloF : | 
Sunſhine and vapour, Sir 
Pen, ink, and paper, Sir, 
Ob, he's a wondrous fellow ! 


His. pockets to fill, Sir —ſtill. Sir—Rftil, Sir 
His noddle he empties— O ho! 
Scribbling and ſcrawling, Sir, 
Starting and bawling, 
Oh, he's a wondrous ſellow ! 
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Colin. | 
JARK hark ! o'er the plains what glad tu- 


mults we hear ! 

How gay 4 the nymphs and the ſhepherds appear 1 
With myrtles and roles new deck'd are the bow'rs, 
And every buſh bears a garland of flowers, 
I can't-for my life, what it means underſtand : 
There's ſome rural feltiva] ſurely at hand: 
Not harveſt, nor — now can take 

e ; 


But Phillis will tell me the truth of the caſe. 


PaHrtLis. 


The truth honeſt lad why ſurely you know 
What rites are prepar'd in the village below, 
Where gallant young Thyrſis, ſo fam'd and ador'd, 
Wed Daphne, the ſiſter of Corin our lord; 
That Daphne, whoſe beauty, good- nature, and 
eaſe, | 
All fancies can ftrike, and alljudgments can pleaſe ; ; 
That Corin--but praiſe muſt be the matter give o'er; 
You know what he is—anc I need fay no more. 


CooL 1 Nn. 


Young Thyrſis too claims all that honour can lend, 
His countrymens' glory, their champion and friend, 
Tho' ſuch flight -memorials ſcarce ſpeak his de- 


ſerts, 
And trult me, his name is engrav'd on their hearts. 


Pu III IS. 


But hence to the bridal, behold how they throng, 
Each ſhepherd conducting bis ſweet-heart along ; 


The joyous occaſion. all nature inſpires 


With tender affection and chearful defires. 
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Ye pow'rs, that o'er conjugal union preſide, 

All 1 28 down on the bridegroom and 
ride, | 

That beauty, and virtue, and valour may ſhine 

In a race like themſelves, with no end to the line : 

Let honour and glory, and riches and praiſe, 

Unceaſing attend them thro? numerous days; 

And, while in a palace fate fixes their lot, 

O! may they live eaſy as thoſe in a cot! 


— 
* 


r 


WELL met, jolly fellows, well met; E 
By this bowyl you're all welcome, I ſwear ; 
See where on the table 'tis ſet, 
And defign'd for the grave of our care. 
From this ſocial convention, 
'T will drive all contention, 
Save only who longeſt can drink ; 
Then bl} up your glaſſes 
And drink to your laſſes. 
The head-ach take him that ſhall ſhrink, 


Do but look at this glaſs! here boys, hand it 
around : . 
Why it ſparkles like Phillis's eyes; 
But tis better by far, boys; for when her eyes 
| wound, | 
This balm to the wound will ſupply ; 
Then a fig for this thinking: 
Fill, fill, and be drinking: 
Let us drown all our cares and our ſorrows : 
Come, the toaſt, boys, the toaſt ! 
| There's no time to be loſt, 
For our cares will return with to- morrow. 
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H! what pleaſures will abound, 
ad When my wife is laid in ground, 
Let earth cover her, 
We'll dance over her, | 
When my wife is laid in ground, 


Oh ! how happy ſhould I be, 
Would little Nyſa pig with me, 
How I'd mumble her, | 
Touze and tumble her, 
— Would little Nyſa pig with me. 


> — 
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QCINCE you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me you jolly dog; 
You can help to bring home harveſt, 
Tend the ſheep and feed the hogs. 


With three crowns, your ſtanding wages, | 
You ſhall daintily be fed ; | 
Bacon, beans, ſalt beef, cabbages, 
Butter-milk, and oaten bread. 


Come, ftrike hands, you'll live in clover, - 
When we get you once at home, 

And when daily labour's over, 
We'll dance to your bum ſtrum 


PEP 
1 man who in his breaſt contains, 
A heart which no baſe art arraigng, 


Enchanting pleaſure's ground may tread, 
Where love and youthful fancy lead; 
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May toy and laugh, may dance and ſing, 
While jocund life is iv her ſpring. bi} 


When cynies rail. and pedants frown, 

Their rigid maxims I diſown : 

I ſmile to lee their angry brow, 

Aud hate the gloomy ſelfiſh crew : 
In their deſpite III laugh and fing, 

While jocund life is in her ſpring, 


Be mine the ſocial joys of life, 
And let good nature vanquiſh ftrife, 

So innocence with me reſide, 

And honour reigns each action's guide: 

I'll toy and laugh, and dance and fing, 

While jocund life is in her ſpring. 


Then Phillis come, and ſhare thoſe joys 

Which no intemp'rate uſe deſtroys ; 

While you remain as kind as fair, 

My heart defies each anxious care; 
With thee I'll toy and laugh and ſing, 

While jocund life is in her ſpring. | 


K —— 
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ITTLE muſes come and cry, | 
Put your finger in your eye; 


Join the macaroni kind, | 
Demn the weather, demn the wind. 


Winds that rumple powder'd bair, 
Winds that flight the feather'd fair, 
Winds that blow our hats away, 
And rudely with our ruffles play, 


Winds that crown the gentle note, 
Fritter'd through a gentle throat; 
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Winds that clouds-around us throw, 
And ſpoil the giltter of our ſhow. 


Damn the winds that us have ftirr'd, 
On Friday June the'twenty-third, _ 
To plague the macaroni kind: 

Damn the rain, and damn the wind. 


BEHOLD on the brow the leaves play in the 


breeze, 


— r — — 


While cattle calm feed in the ale; 
The church ſpires tapering, points thro? the trees, 
As lord of the hill and the dale. 


The playful colts ſkips after lambs to the brook, 
The broek flow and filent glides: 
The ſurface ſo ſmooth and fo clear, if you look 
It reflects the gay green on its fide. 


By his feather'd ſeraglio in farm-yard careſs'd, 
The king of the walk dares to crow, 
No nabob nor Nimrod enſlaving the eaſt, 
Sach proweſs with beauty can ſhew. 


Beneath the ſtill cow, Nancy preſſes the teat, 
Her face like the ruddy fac'd morn ; 6 
Loud ſtrokes in the barn the ſtrong threſhers repeat, 
Or winnow for market the corn. 


Induſtrious the wives, at the doors of their cots, 
Sit ſpinning, dreſs'd neatly, tho' coarſe, 

To their babes, while unheeding the traveller trots, 
They ſhew the fine man and the horſe, 


T- 
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At the heels of the ſteed bark the baſe village 
whelps, - 
Each puppy rude echo beſtirs ; 
But the horſe' too high bred, bounds ny ; from | 
their yelps | 
Diſregarding the clamour of curs. 


| Ulliberal railers thus envy betray, 


When merit above them they view; 
But genius diſdains to turn out of his way, 
Or afford a reply to the crew. 


To contempt and diſpair ſuch inſanes we commit; 
But to generous rivals, a toaſt— 

May rich men reward honeſt fellows of wit— 
Here's a health to thoſe dunces hate moſt. 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep : 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 
Such health do my fountains. beſtow ; 


My fountains all border'd with moſs, 


Where the hare bells and violets grow, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 


I have found out a gift for my fair, 
I have found where the wood pigeons breed; 


But let me that plunder forbear, 


She'll ſay *twas a barbarous deed : 
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For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 

| Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 

I lov'd her the more when 1] heard 
Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue, 
Such tenderneſs, &c. 


But where does my Phillida fray ? 
And where are her grots and her bou'rs ? 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle, as our? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
And the face of the vallies as fine ; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


— — 
. 4 ” — 


T Ho ſoft flowing Avon | by thy ſilver ſtream, 
Of ſubjects immortal thy Shakſpear wou'd 

| dream : [bed 
The fairies by moonlight dance round his green 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillows his head. 


Here ſwains ſhall be ſam'd for their love and their 
truth, 

And cheerful old age feel the tranſports of youth: 

For the raptures of fancy here poets ſhall tread, 

For hollow'd the turf is that pillows his head, 


The love ſtriken maiden, the ſighing young ſwain, 
Here rove without danger and toy without pain: 
The ſweet bud of beauty no blight ſhall here dread, 


For hollow'd the turf is that pillows his head, 
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Flow on, ſilver Avon, in ſong ever flow. 
Be the ſwans on thy boſom. ſtill whiter than ſnow, 
Ever full be thy ſtream like his fame may it ſpread. 
And the turf ever ballow'd that pillows his head. 

7 


2 
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EACH me, ye nine, to ling of tea, 
Of grateful green, of' black bohea ; 
Hark ! the kettle ſoftly ſinging, 
How again it bubbles o'er : 
Quick John, Black Suſan, bring in, 
Water in the tea pot pour. w_— 


The bread and butter thinly lice, 

Ohl ſpread it delicately nice: 

Let the toaſt be criſp and crumpling, 

The rolls as doughty as a dumpling: 
Then eating, ſipping, ſnuffing up the team, 
We chat, and 'midſt a motley. chaos ſeem _.; . 
Of cups and ſaucers, butter, bread, and cream. 


— 
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AREWELL, the ſmoaky town, adieu, 


N Each rude and ſenſual joy 
Gay, flecting pleaſures, all untrue, 
That in poſſeſſion clo. 


Far from the garniſt'd ſcene III fly, 
Where folly. Keeps her court, 

To wholeſome ure philoſophy, 
And harmleſs rural ſport. 


How happy is the humble cell, 
How bleſt the deep retreat, 


2 
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Where ſorrows billows never ſwell, | * 
Nor paſflion's tempeſts beat ! 


But ſafely thro' the ſea of life, 
Calm reaſon wafts us o'er, 

Free from ambition, noiſe, and ſtrife, 
To death's eternal ſhore. 
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A Few years ago, in the days of my Grannum, 
(A worthy good woman as ever broke bread) 
What lectures ſnie gave! in the morning began em. 
Nor ceas'd till ſhe laid herſelf down on her bed; 

She never declin'd' what ſhe once undertook ; 

But twilted, | 

Perſiſt ed, 

Now flatter d, 

Now ſpatter'd | 
And always ſucceeded, by hook or by crook. 


Said!ſhe, Child, whatever your fate is hereafter, 
If married, if ſingle; if old, or if young, 
In madneſs, in ſadnefs, in tears, or in laughter, 
But follow my maxims, you cannot do wrong: 
Each paſſion, each temper, I always could brook ; 
When ſcolded, a 1 
I moulded, 
When heated, 
| Retreated, : 
And manag'd my matters, by hook or by crook. 


Enſnar'd by her counſels, I ventur'd to marry, 
And fancy'd a wife, by my grandmother's rules, 
Might be taught like a ſpanicl to fetch and to carry, 
But . I found out that we both had been 
vols ; 
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In vain, I ſhow'd madam the wonderful book 5 


I coax'd her, 
I box d her; 
But truly, 
Unruly 

Wives cannot be govern'd by hook or r by crook, | 


» 
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As Jockey was wading the meadows ſo gay, 
So blithe and ſo bonny his air, 
He met a young laſs who was going his way, 
Her face all ſo clouded with care: 
He aſk'd her what made her ſo moping and ſad? | 
"Twas pity if ſhe were in pain: | 
She figh'd, © I have loft the very beſt lad, 
„% And I never ſhall ſee him again!? 


Is he gone to the wars for full many a year, 
Quoth ſockey, who troubles you ſo ? 

Or elſe where on earth he can never appear, 
Where you and I ſurely muſt go? [ſhes 

% No. he's fled (ſke reply'd with another fond 
6 Tho' to me he was plighted for aye, [me, 

% O er the mountains he's gone with another from 
66 And therefore I cannot be gay. ” 


If that's all, quoth Jockey, your wailing give o'er, 

' He's a- loon, who is not worth your pain; 

Let him go, fince he's chang'd, be you wretched 
no more, 
Nor think of a falſe. hearted ſwain : 

But take, if you will, for the lad of your heart, 
Whom fortune has thrown in your way, 


by ſoot he all your grief, and I'll bauiſh your ſmart, 
Here I'm ready to do as 1 ſay. 
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Then he wip'd her bright eyes, and he ſung her a 
ſong, | b 
Her face look'd no longer deſpair ; 
He whiſper'd of love as they ſaunter'd along, 
And ſhe thought him a lad worth her care: 
She ſmil'd and look'd pleas'd late a ſtranger to joy, 
And Jockey, perceiving her kind, 
More preſſing was grown, and the laſs was leſs coy, 
So he drove the falſe loon from her mind. 
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As t'other day milking I ſat in the vale, 
Young Damon came up to addreſs his ſoft 
= tale, | 
So ſudden, I ſtarted, and gave him a frown, 
For he frighted my cow, and my milk was kick d 


do whe Ul 


Lord bleſs me ! ſays I, what a-deuce can you mean, 
To come thus upon me, unthought of, unſeen ! 

I ne'er will approve of the love you pretend, 

For, as miſchicf began, perhaps miſchief may end. 


I little thought now he'd his paſſion advance, 

But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance : 

He begg'd a kind kiſs; which I gave him, I vow, 
And I laid my own ſelf, all the fault on the cow. 


How many ways love can the boſom invade ! 
His bait prov'd too ſtrong, alas! for a maid: | 
He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at, 
But I thought it was beſt to ſay nothing of that. 


I flutter all over whene'er he comes nigh, 

For if he ſhould preſs, I ſhould ſurely comply 
And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itſelf tells, 
Tho' he flings down wy milk, or does any thing elſe. 
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Y the gayly circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes paſs; 
By the hollow caſks are told 


How the waning night grows old, | 
How the waning night grows old. 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play : 
What have we with day to do. 
Sons of care, 'twas made for you, 
Sons of care, *twas made for you- 


2 — 


ME buſtle, buſtle, drink about, 

And let us merry be, | 

Our can is full, we'll pump it out, 
And then all hands to ſea. 


And a failing we will go. 


Fine miſs at daneing · ſehool is taught 
The minuet to tread; 
But we go better when we've brought 


The fore-tack to cat head. 


The jockey's call'd to horſe, to horſe, 
And ſwiftly rides the race ; 

But ſwifter far we ſhape our courſe, 
When we are giving chace, 


When horns and ſhouts the foreſt rend, 


His pack the huntſman cheers ; 
As loud we hollow when we ſend, 


A broadſide to Mondteurs. 
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The what's-their names, at uproar ſquall, 
With muſic fine and ſoft: 


But better ſounds our dostſu ain call, 
All hands, all hands aloft! © © 


With gold and filver ftreamers fine 
The ladies rigging ſhew ! 


But Engliſh ſhips more grander tine, 
When prizes home we tow. 


What's got at ſea we ſpend on ae 
With ſweethearts, or our wives; 
And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more 


Thus pals the ſallor's lives. 
| Apd a failing we will go. 
$8: O0 N G. 


To the he Ws Mr. Jauss Bazunzx, late 
My mens and ompanian to Covernar PER. 


Tune. The Laſs of Patic's Mill” 


FROM Scotia's land he came,” -- 
And brought” the leafing art, 
| I's raiſe the Ford: — - "pg 
That warme a feeling heart : 7 
The magic power of ſounds, _ 
Obey'd at his command, 
And Corea ſweet influence round, | 
| Wrought by. his ſkilful hand. 


Oh ſanQify. the owns; 
The gr ited where he is laid! 
Plant roſes all around, | 

Nor let thoſe roſe fo fade, 5 
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Let none his tomb paſs by 
Without a gen rous t ear, 

Oh ſigh !'and let that ſighh 
Be like himſelf ſincere. 
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Sing to his ſhade a folemn ſtrain, 
Let muſic's ſweeteſt notes complain! 
Let echo tell from ſhore to ſhore, 
The ſwan of-Sehuylkill is no more. 


F » 
CS nts & 


8 
s 0 * 8. 


iONTENTED I am, and ** I'll * | 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a girl that will ſociably fit on my Knee, | 
* a cellar that g PO res 
6 My brave boys, &c- 


My vault-door is open'd, deſcend ev ry gueſt, 
Tap that caſk, ay, chat wine we will try, 

Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte; 
And as bright as her . to the eye. 


In a piece of ſlit hoop I my. candle have fuck, 
"Twill light us each battle to hand; » 

The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 
For I hate Th a W 22s ſhould ſtands 


' Aſtride On a . as a butt ſhould be frrod, 

I fit my companions among. | 

Like grape bleſſing Bacchus, the good fellow's 80a, 
4 a ſentiment give, or a ſong, 
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We are * where we ſit, tho dhe oozings drops 
eem 
The moiſt walls with wet pearls to emboſs, 
From the arch mouldy cobwebs in Gothic taſte 
ſtream, 
Like ſtueco work cut out of moſs, 


My cellar's my camp, my ſoldiers my flaſks, 
All gloriouſly rang'd in review N | 
When I caſt my eyes round, I conſider my caſks 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue. | 


I charge glaſs in hand, and my empire maintain, 
No ancient more patriot like bled'; 

Each drop in defence of delight I will drain, 
And myſelf for my bucks I'll drink dead. 


Sound that pipe — tis in tune, and thoſe ons 7 are 
well filld, Agile! ; 
View the heap of Champaigne in your rear 
Yon bottles are Burgundy, fee how hy pil'd, 
Like artillery, tier over tier! 


'Tis my will, when I die not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 0 
No Flic Jacet be grav'd on my ſtorie ; 

But pour o'er my coffin a bottle of red, 
And write, that His drinking is done. ' 


S CN” or 
Sung by Mungo, in the Padlock. 


EAR heart | what a terrible life am 1 led 1 
A dog has better, that's ſhelter d and * ; 

Night and day *tis the ſame; ' 

My pain is dere game 

Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 
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Whate'er's to be done, 

Poor Blacky muſt run ; 1 
\Mungo, here, Mungo dere, 
Mungo every where. | 
Above or below, 

Sirrah, come, firrah, go; o 

Do ſo, and do ſo, 


Oh! Oh! 
Me wiſh to de Lotd me was dead. 
"W 0 N . 3 


Her happy were my days till now ! 
I ne'er did ſorrow feel; 

With joy I roſe to milk my cow, 
Or take wy fpinning- -wheel, - 


My heart was lighter than a fly, | 
Ti be any bird I ſung, 
pretended love, and I 
iev' d his flattering tongue. 


O the fool, the ſilly, ſilly ſool. 

That truſtg what man may be 1 

T wiſh I Was a maid again. 
And in my own ceuntrx. 


— — 


0% & 
G 


flair; 


- Gas , 
* 04 $4 wt &o* 


Hae i 


ENTEEL. i is my Damon, engaging his air, 
His face, like the morn, is both ruddy and 


aft love Gta eutbron'd ib the dem of his eyes; 
e's manly, yet-tender, he's TO and yet wiſe, 
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He's ever good-humour'd, be s. gen'rous and gay, 


His preſence can always drive ſorrow away: 
No vanity ſways him, no folly is ſeen, 
But open his temper, and noble his mein. 


By virtue illumin'd bis actions appear, 

His paſſions are calm, and his reaſon is clear: 
An affable ſweetneſs attends on his ſpeech, 

He's willing to learn, tho' he's able to teach, 


He has promis'd to love me—his word 1 deliere, | 
For his heart is too honeſt to let him deceive; 
Then blame me, ye fair ones, if juſtly you can, 
Since the picture I've drawn is at the man. 


—__ 


— — ** r ” n 5 . TTY YT I T7 TT > * 
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I* my pleaſant native W 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment flew ; f 
Nature ya inſpir'd the ſtrains, 
Simple as the joys I knew 
Jocund morn and evening gay 


Claim'd the merry roundelay. 


Fields and flocks, and fragrant don vs, * 
All that bealth and joy impart; 
Call'd for artleſs mufic's.pow'rs, 
Faithful echoes to the heart! 
Happy hours, for ever gay. 
Claim d the merry roundelay. 


But the breath of genial ſpring 
Walk'd the ſore: Sen of the grove: 
Who, ſweet birds. that heard you Nog g 
Wou' d not join the fong of Jove ? 
our ſweet notes and chaunting gay 


Claim'd the merry roundelay. 
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| WHEN a 190 commences love, 
And his paſſions firſt diſcover 


Charms that fire his ſoul all over. 
In ſome blooming virtuous fair; 
How his eyes betray his paſſion! _ 
How his tongue but mocks expreſſion, 
When he makes the declaration, 

And prefers his humble * 


And prefers, &c. 


While his fate is here depending, 
What ſuſpenſe his heart is rending, 
What keen miſery impending, 

Left his charmer cruel prove? 
Kew he counts the moments flying, 
Wiſhing, hoping. fearing, ſighing, 
Till the lovely laſs eomplying 

Bluſhes, and reveals her love! 

Bluſhes, &c. 


When the d "ER is over, 

Joys immenſe inſpire the lover, 

Till his glowing cheeks diſcover 
What ſenſation fill his breaſt : 

Raptures now his boſom firing, 

Every thought to bliſs aſpiring, . 

Virtue, love, and fate conſpiring ; 
All their cares are lul'd to reſt. 
All their, &c. 


Time their mutual love improving, 
All their cares-in concert moving, 
To compleat\their heaven in loving, 
Hymen makes and binds them one. 
Now i in ſolid bliſs abounding, 1 
Tears agd « cares in Lethe drowning 5 "Ie 
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Love proclaims to all ſurrounding, 
They are bleſt, and they alone, 
They are bleſt, and ad alone. 


—_— 
6 


Ye Fair Poſſeſſed. 


* fair poſſeſe d of ev'ry charm, 
To captivate the will, 6 

Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 

Whoſe frowns at once can kill: 

Say will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt*ry bears no part; 

And honeſt verſe, that flows lincerez | 

And candid regal the heart. 


Great is your pow 'r; but greater yet, 
Mankind it might engage: 

If, as ye all can make a net, 
Ye all could make a cage. 

Each nymph. a thouſand hearts may . | 
For who's to beauty blind ? | 

But to what end a priſoner make, 
Unleſs you ve ſtrength to bind? 


> 


Attend the council often told, 

Too often told in vain; _ + 
Learn that beſt art, the art to beld, 
And lock the lover's chain. 

Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 

Tho“ beauty may the charm, begin, 
'Ti is ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


. f : . 14 "WT a hed. Hh 


| The Happy dn. - ET 
round Colin once courted Miyrtill the 


rude, 


If he bgh'd or look'd tender he anied he was rude : 


Pl 
Fl 
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' Tho? he begs with devotion; ſome eaſe for his pain, 
The ſhepherd got — but frowns and alain; 3 


Fatigu'd with his folly, his ſait he gave o'er, 
And vow'd that no female ſhould fetter him more, 


He ſtrove with all caution to eſcape from the 
. 
But Chloe ſoon caught him» a finiſh's coquette, 
She glanc'd to his glances, ſhe ſigh'd to his fighs, 
And flatter'd his hopes in the language of _ 
Alas! for poor Colin, when put to the teſt, 
Himſelf and his paſſion prov'd all but a jeſt, 


By the critical third he way caught in the ſacks, 
By Fanny, gay, young, unaffected, and fair; 
When ſhe found he had merit, and love took His 
8 part | 
She dally'd no! ROW but yielded * heart; 
With joy they ſubmitted to Hymen's decree, ' 


And now are as bappy as bappy can be. 


As the roſe bud of beauty ſoon ſiekens and fades, 
The prude and coquette are two ſlighied old maids, 
Now their ſweets. are all en too late _y 

repent, | 
For tranſport untaſted, for e miſpent; 
Ye virgins, take warning, improve by my plan, 
And fix the fond youth when you prudently cat, 


I Winna marry ony mon but Sandy o*er the lee 3 
I winna ha the Dominee, for geud he canna be; 
But I will ha uy * lad, wy _ o'er the 


lee. 
For he's aye a kiſſing lieg, 1. a hill me. 
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I will not have the miniſter, for all his godly looks, 
Nor yet will I the lawyer have, for all his wily 
o j n 
Iwill 8 the plow man lad, nor yet will I the 
miller; c 
But I will have Sandy lad, without one penay filler. 
For he's aye a kiſſing, &c. 


I will not have the ſoldier lad, for he gangs to the 
war ; | 


I will not have the ſailor lad, becauſe he ſmells of 
I will not have the lord nor laird, for all their 
mickle gear : | | 
But I will have my Sandy lad, my Sandy o'er the 
meir. e Wl 
For he's aye a kiſling, &c. 
| —— PSs PERO Td" 
go N05," 
110 a gentle, gen'rous paffion, 
Source of all ſublime delights; 


Which with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unites. 


2 


What are titles, pomp, or riches, : 
If compar'd with true content? 
That falſe joy which now bewitches, 
_ When obtain'd we may repent. 


Lawleſs paſſion brings vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is a glorious emulation 
Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 


X | Dy 
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OW's the time for mirth and glee, 
Sing, and love, and laugh with me; 
Cupid is my theme of ſtory : AN. 
*Tis his godſhip's fame and glory, 
How all yield unto his law ! | 
Ha! ha ! ha! ha! ha! ha! ha! 


Oer the grave, and o'er the gay, 

Cupid takes his ſhare of play : 

He makes heroes quit their glory: 

He's the god moſt fam'd in ſtory ; 
Bending them unto his law ! 
Ha! ha! &c. | 


Sly the urchin deals his darts, 

Without pity—piercing hearts: 

Cupid triumphs over paſſions, 

Not regarding modes or faſhions. 
Firmly fix'd is Cupid's law! 
Hal ha! &c. | | 


Some may think theſe lines not true, 
But they're facts — twixt me and you: 
Then, ye maids and men, be wary, 
How you meet before you marry : 
Cupid's will is ſolely law. 
Ha! ha! &c. 


th. * — 
—_ —— 
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Flora and the Reſe.— A Cantata. 


WHEN Flora o'er the garden ſtray d, 
And every blooming ſweet ſurvey d, 
As o'er the dew dipt flow'rs ſhe hung, 

Thus wrapt in joy ſhe fondly ſung ; 
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The early ſno - drop, primroſe pale, 
The tulip gay, the lilly fair, 

Each flow'r that loads the ſcented gale 
Deſerves their Flora's tender care, 
Deſerves their Flora's tender care. 

But none of Summer's gaudy pride, 

| Such ſweetneſs breath, or charms diſcloſe, 

As that dear flow'r that blooms beſide, 
None pleaſes like the bluſhing roſe, 

As that dear flow'r, &c. 


The belmy zephyrs round thee. play, 
And golden ſuns exert their pow'r 
To bring thy beauty's to the day, 
And make thee Flora's fav'rite flow'r, 
And make thee Flora's fav'rite flow'r. 
A garland gay the nymphs and ſwains 
May make from ev'ry ſweet that grows, 
And meaner things may pleaſe the plains, 
But thou art mine, t = ou lovely Roſe, 
And meaner things, &c. 


— oY 


** 
— 


s o N G. 
L rakes and libertines, refign'd 
To ſenſual pleaſures, range: 


Here all the ſex's charms I find, 
And ne er can cool or change. 


Let vain coquettes and prudes conceal 
What mott their hearts defire ; 
With pride my paſſion I reveal; 
Oh! may it ne'er expire. Uh 


The ſun fhall ceaſe to ſpread its light, 
The ftars their orbits leave, 

And fair creation fink in night 
When I wy dear deceive, 


16 The AMERICAN 
. 


NE morning young Roger accoſted me thus 
Come here, pretty maiden, and give me a 
_ / 
Lord ! fellow, ſaid I, mind your plough and your 
cart ; > 
Yes, I thank you for nothing, thank you for no- 
thing, thank you for nothing, with all my 


i hea rt, : | 


Well, then, to be ſure, he grew civil enough, 
He gave me a box, with a paper of ſnuff: 
J took it, I own, yet had {till ſo much art, | 
To cry, thank you for nothing with all my heart, 


He ſaid, if ſo be he might make me his wife 
Good Lord! I was never fo daſh'd in my life; 
Yet could not help laughing to ſee the fool ſtart, 
When I thanik*d him for nothing with all my heart. 


Soon after, however, he gain'd my confent, 

And with him, on Sunday, to chapel I went ; 
But ſaid, twas my goodneſs more than his deſert, 
Not to thank him for nothing with all my heart. 


The parſon cry'd, child, you muſt after me ſay, 
And then talk*d of honour, and love. and obey ; 
But faith, when his reverence came to that part, 
There I thank'd him for nothing with all my heart, 


At night our brik neighbours the ftocking would 
; t NOW, — . 

J muſt not tell tales, but I know what I know; 

Young Roger confeſſes I cyr'd all his ſmart, 

And I * him for ſomething with all my 
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O Sandy, why leav'ft thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
Thy preſence could eaſe me, | 
| When neathing can pleaſe me; 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the burn, 
Or thro” the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


Tho' woods now are bonny, and mornings are 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, (aelear, 
And primroſes ſpringing 

Yet nane of them pleaſes mine eye or mine car, 

When thro' the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear. 


That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 

I am faſh'd wi” their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning and morning, 
Their jeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When thro' the wood, laddie, I wander myſell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae longer away; 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 

Wha's living in languor till that happy day, 

When thro' the wood, laddie, we'll dance, ſing, 
and play. > 


Dl. A. —_ e S —_ a. AD on... 


1 


SWEET Poll of Plymouth was my dear; 
— When forc'd from her to go. 
Down her cheeks rain'd many a tear, 

My heart was fraught with woe : 
Our anchor weigh'd for ſea we ſtood, 

The land we left behind : 
Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood, 
My ſighs increas d the wind. 
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We plow'd the deep, and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide; 
For five long years I had not ſeen 
My ſweet, my bonny bride ; 
That time I ſail'd the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake; | 
But preſs'd as we were homeward bound, 
I thought my heart wou'd break. 


The preſs-gang bold I aſk'd in vain 

To let me once on ſhore; 

I long'd to ſee my Poll again, 

But ſaw my Poll no more. 
And have they torn my love away! 
And is he gone! ſhe cried, 

My Polly, ſweeteſt flower of May ! 
She languiſh'd droop'd, and died. 


— 


ͤͤä„ä— 
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HE card invites, in crowds we fly 
To join the jovial rout full cry ; 
What joy—from cares — plagues all day, 
To hie to the midnight hark - away! 


Nor want, nor pain, nor grief, nor care, 
Nor droniſh huſbands enter there; 

The briſk, the bold, the young, the gay, 
All hie to the midnight hark- away. 


 Uncounted ftrikes the morning clock, 
And drowſy watchmen idly knock; 
*Till day-light peeps we ſport and play, 
And roar to the jolly hark-away. 


When tir'd with ſport, to bed we creep, 
And kill the tedious day with ſleep; 


— 
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To- morrow's welcome call obey, 
And again to midnight hark-away. 


6:96+@: 2-07 8 
AYS Damen to Phillis, ſuppoſe my fond eyes 
Reveal with what ardour I glow? 
Reveal with what ardour I glow ? 
Well, what if they do ? there's no harm, ſure, ſhe 
cries 3 


I can but deny you, you know, you know, 
I can but deny you, you know. + 


Suppoſe I ſhould aſk of thoſe lips a ſweet kiſs, 
Say would you the favour beſtow ? 
Say would you the favour beſtow ? 
I. ord bleſs me! ſaid ſhe, what a queſtion is this? 
I can but deny you, you know, you know; 
I can but deny you, you know. | 


Suppoſe not contented, I ftill aſk five EE; 
For pleaſure from pleaſure will grow, 
For pleaſure from pleaſure will' grow, | 
Suppoſe what you will, ſhe replied as before, - 
I can but. deny you, you know, you know, 
I can but deny you, you know. ö 


Come then, my dear love, to the wood let's repair, 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go, | 
Cry'd Damon, and offer'd to go: 

No, no, with a bluſh; anſwer'd Phillis, for there 

I could not deny you, you know, you know, 

.1 could not deny you, you know. | 7 


8 We kiſs'd and promis'd time away, 
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) 
PHE laſt time I came o'er the moor, 
T left wy love behind me; | 
Ye powers ! what pain do I endure, 
When ſoft ideas mind me? 


Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 


The beaming day enſuing, 
I met betimes my lovely maid 
In fit retreat for wooing. 


Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 
Gazing and chaſtely ſporting : 


Till night ſpread her black curtain. 
I pitied all beneath the ſkies, 

Ev'n kings; when ſhe was nigh me: 
In raptures I beheld her eyes, 

Which could but ill deny me. 


Should I be call'd where cannons roar, 
Where mortal ſteel may wound me: 
Or caſt upon ſome foreign ſhore, | 

Where dangers may ſurround me: 


Yet hopes again to ſce my love, 


To feaſt on glowing kifſes, 
Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 
In proſpect of ſuch bliffes. 


In all my ſoul "ka not one. place 2 
To let a rival enter: | 


Since ſhe excels in ev'ry grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 


| Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe ER 


Their waves the Alps ſhall cover ; 


On Greenland's ice ſhall roſes grow, 


Before I ceaſe to love her. 
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The next time I go o'er the moor, 
She ſhall a lover find me; 

And that my faith is firm and pure, 
Tho' J left her behind me: 

Then Hymen's ſacred bonds ſhall 4 
My heart to her fair boſom ; 

There, while my being does remain, 
My love more freſh ſhall bloſſom. | 


1 0 na 
JP I might not be plagu'd with the nonſenſe 
of men, 
I promis'd my wother, again and again, 
To ſay as ſhe bids me wherever I go, [No. | 


And to all that they aſk, or would have, tell em 


I really believe I have frighten'd a ſcore 

They'll want to be with me, I warrant, no more 
And I own I'm not ſorry for ſerving them ſo; 
Were the ſame thing to do, I again ſhould ſay No. 


For a ſhepherd I like with more courage and art, 


Who won't let me alone, though I bid him depart, 
Such queſtions he puts, ſince I anſwer him ſo, 


That he makes me mean Jes, tho my words are 
ſtill No. | 


He aſk'd, did I ml him, or think him too plain? 
(Let me die if he is not a clever young ſwain.) 
If he ventur'd a kiſs, if I from him would go, 
Then he preſs'd my young lips, while 1 bluſn d, | 
and laid No. : 


He aſk'd if my beart to another was gone ? 
If I'd have him to leave me, or ceaſe tg love on? 


Y 
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If 1 meant my 7 life long to anſwer him ſo ? 
I faulter'd, and figh'd, and reply'd to him, No, 


This morning an end to his courtſhip he made: 
Will Phillis live longer a virgin? he faid ; 
If I preſs you to church. will you ſoruple to go ? 
In a n, us humour I OS. No, no. 


| 8 O N 6. 
Was Nanny but a ol maid, 
| And I her only „ 
To tend her flocks in fertile mead, 
And on her verdant plain; 
Oh ! how I'd pipe upon my reed, 
To pleaſe my lovely maid rr 
While — all ſenſe of care we're kreed, | 
Beneath an oaken ſhade. * 


When lambkins under FAR bleat, 
8 And rain ſeems in the ſky, © 
Then to our oaken, ſafe retreat, 
We'd both together hie!!! 
There I'd repeat my vows of love 
Unto my charming fair. 
Whilf her dear flutt ring heart _—_ 7 tis 


A mind like mine ſincere. 


Let others fancy courtly joys, Led; 

I'd live in rural cafe ; 81 5 
Then grandeur, buſtle, pride, wad nicks 
Could ne*er-my faney pleaſe ! f 
In Nanny ev'ry joy combines, | 

With grace, and blooming youth; 
Sigcerity and virtue ſhines, 


With modeſty and truth. 
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WATER parted from the ſea, 

- May increaſe the river's tide, 
To the bubbling fount may flee, 
Or thro! fertile vallies glide. 


Though, in ſearch of loſt repoſe, 
Through the land 'tis free to roam, 
Still it murmurs as it flows, 
Till it reach its native home. 


— 


s O N G. 
WELL well, ſap no more 


Sure you told me before; 
I know the full length of my tether. 
Do you think I'm a fool, 
That I need go to ſchool ? 


I can ſpell you, and put you together. 


A word to the wiſe 
Will always fuffice : 
Addſniggers to talk to your parrot. - 
I'm not ſuch an elf, 8 
Tho'f 1 ſay it myſelf, p 
But I know a ſheep's head from a carrot. 


— — 


8:0 OI IT. 
W HEN I was a young one, what girl was like 


me ? 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee; 
I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where'et 


A. fiddle was heard - to be fare I was there. 


F £ 
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To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay z 

*T was This, Sir, and * Sir, but ſcarce ever 
Nay 

And. wes, dress d out in my filks and my lace 

XL warrant I ſtood by the belt in the place. 


At twenty I got me a huſband—poor man! 
Well, reſt him — we are all as good as we can; 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 
And jealous—tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe, 


He ſnubb'd me, and huff'd me—but let me alone, 

Egad ! I'vea tongue, and I paid him his own : 

Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is un- 
towr'd, K. 

Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt word. 


But now I'm quite alter d, the more to my woe; 
I'm not what I was forty ſummers ago: 

This time's a ſore foe ; there's no ſhunning his 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. ¶ dart, 


Grown old, yet I hate to be ſitting mum chance: 
J ftill love a tune, though unable to dance; 

And books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 

I teach that to others I once did myſelf. 


— — — — 


8 N. 


IT H tuneful pipe and merry glee, 
Young Jockey won my heart ; 
A bonnier lad you ne'er could ſees 
All beauty without art. 
In Aberdeen there ne'er was ſeen, 
A lad ſo blithe and gay; 
His glancing cen and comely mein, 
Has ſtole my heart away. 


" BONGSTER” mz 


Young Jemmy courts with artful ſong, 
But vain is a' his love; 

My Jockey blithe has lov'd me long, 
To him I'll conſtant prove. 

In Aberdeen, &c. 


No more ſhall I of ſorrow know, 
Nor ever more complain, 4 
Nor fear my mammy's threats, I trow, 
Now Jockey is mine ain, | 
In Aberdeen, &c. 


F 

OU tell me I'm handſome, (I know not how 

true) 5 
And eaſy, and chatty, and good - humour'd too; 
That my lips are as red as the roſe bud in June, 
And my voice, like the nightingale's, ſweetly in 
tune: | 

All this had been told me by twenty before; 


But he that would win me muſt flatter me more, 
But he that would win me mult flatter me more. 


If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 
Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am I ! 
My eaſe and good-humour ſhort raptures will bring, 
My voice, like the nightingales, knows but a 
ſpring : | | [oem 
For charms ſuch as theſe, then your praiſes give 
To love me for life, you mult love me ſtill more, 
To love me, &c, 


Then talk not to me of a ſhape, or an air, 

For Chloe the wanton can rival me there ; 

*Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good humour, as ſunſhine the day. 
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For that if you love me, your flame may be true, 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too, 
And I, in my turn, may be taught to love too. 


/ 


s O N G. 


OU'VE Flew n * mother mice, 
| When you was once as blithe as me ; 
When vows were offer'd at your ſhrine, 
And lovers dropt on bended knee: 
When you could ſing, and dance, and play; 
Alas ! December treads on May. 


Behold dame Nature's fav rite blow. 
Fhe rich jonquil the bluſhing roſe, 
Ho ſhort a date their beauties know, 
Surrounded by a thouſand foes ! 
Till time decrees their full decay, 
And harſh December treads on May. 


The whole creation own this truth, 

Then why ſhould wrinkled brows exact 
The mode ſevere on blooming youth, 

By which themſelves could ever act? 
The "Blood that's warm will have its way, 

Too ſoon December treads on May. 


Then ſwains, with tabor, pipe. and glee, 
Let's, whilſt we're here, grim care deride ; 
Come. ſport and frolie free with me, 
In ſpite of age, and prudiſh pride; 
The laws of love all ſhould obey, 
Betore December treads on May. 


 $SONCSTER 27g 
Molly of the In. 


Lore — 1 the flow'ry mead, 
The mofs-clad hill, the dale; 
The ſh-pherd piping on Vis reed, 
The maid with milking pail : | 
The lark that ſoars on pinions highs: 
Or ſweetly patliag rill, 
While I breathe forth a tender ſigh 
For Molly of the Mill. | 


In vain to ſing ber 1 ler 
And all her beauties trace; 

Such brilliancy informs her eye, 
Such excellence her face 3 

Her eaſy ſhape, engaging air, 
My breaſt with tranſports fill, 

No nymph ſo pleafing, or ſo fair 
As Molly of the Min 22 


Tis not her perſon charms lone, 
Fhe beauties of her mind; 
Wit, ſenſe, and ſentiment, we own, 
In her are all combin'd ; 
Such is the nymph who ſways my heart, 
And makes my boſom thrill, 
Adorn'd by nature more than art, 
Sweet ER of the Mill. | 


„ 0 1 8 
D ** pow rs that rule the plan, 
Where ſweetly winding Forth do glide, 
Conduct me to thoſe banks again, 
Since there my charming Molly bides. 


Theſe banks that breathe their vernal ſweets, 
Where ev'ry ſmiling beauty meets; 
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Where Molly's charms adorn the plain, 
And chear the heart of ev'ry ſwain. 


Thrice happy were the golden days, 
When I, amidſt the rural throng, 
On Fortha's meadows breath'd my lays, 

And Molly's charms were all my ſong, 
While ſhe was preſent all were gay, 
No ſorrow did our mirth allay; _ 
We ſung of pleaſure. ſung of love, 
And mutic breath'd in ev'ry grove, 


O then I was the happieſt ſwain! 

No adverſe fortune marr'd my joy 
The ſhepherds figh'd for me in vain, 
On me ſhe ſmil'd, to them was coy. 
O'er Fortha's mazy banks we ſtray d: 
I woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous maid ; 
The beauteous maid my love return'd, 

And both with equal ardour burn'd. 


Once on the moſſy bank reelin d. 
Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep, 

It was my happy chance to fing | 
The charming Molly lull'd aſleep: 

My heart then leap'd with inward bliſs, 

I ſoftly ſtoop'd and ftole a kiſs; _ 

She wak'd, ſhe bluſh'd, and faintly blam'd, 

Why, Damon are you not aſham'd ? 


Oft in the thick embow'ring groves, 
Where birds their muſic chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our loves, 

And Fortha's fair meanders view'd, 

The meadows wore a gen'ral ſmile, 

Love was our banquet all the while: 

The lovely proſpect charm'd the eye, 

To where the ocean met the ſky, Ip 


Ye ſylvan pow'rs and rural gods, | 
To whom we ſwains our cares impart, 

Reftore me to theſe bleſt abodes, ; 
And eaſe, oh eaſe ! my love - ſick heart: 

Theſe happy days again reſtore, 

When Moll and I ſhall part no more: 


When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing arms, 
And crown my bliſs with all her charms. 


— — — 
q . 


80 mW 
Tune — Top. fails ſhivers in the wind. 
HwWas at the break of day we ſpy'd 


The ſignal to unmoor, 
Which ſleepleſs Caroline deſcry'd, 
Sweet maid ! from New- York's ſhore ; 
The freſh'ning gale at length aroſe, 
Her heart began to ſwell, 
Nor could cold fear the thought oppoſe, 
Of bidding me farewell ! 


In open boat the maid of worth, 

S8oon reach'd our veſſel's fide, "= 

Soon too ſhe found her William's birth, | 
But ſought me not to chide: _ 

Go, ſhe exclaim'd, For Fame's a cauſe 
A female ſhould approve, 

© For who that's true to Honour's laws 


© Is ever falſe to Love | a 


My heart is loyal, ſcorns to fear, 

Nor will it even fail, 

Tho' war's unequal wild career 
Should William's life aſſail; | 

Tho Death ”gainſt _ exert his ſway, 
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VO, truſt me, but the dart 
* That woundeth thee, will find its way 
* To Caroline's true heart. | 


Should Conqueſt in fair form array'd, 


Thy loyal efforts crown, 

In New York will be found a maid, 
That lives for thee alone.“ 

May girls with hearts ſo firm and true, 
To love and glory's cauſe, 

Meet the reward they have in view, 
The meed of free applauſe. 


8 0 N 6. 
PATIE is a lover gay, 


His brow is never cloudy, 
His breath is ſweeter that new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy: 

Shape is handſome, middle fize, 
He's ſtately in his walking, 

The ſhining of his een ſurprize, 
"Tis heav'n to hear him talking. 


7 


Left night L met him on the bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There many a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a glowing : | 
He kiſs'd, and vow'd he would be mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of any, 
That gars me like to fing ſinſine, 
O corn rigs are bonny. 


Eet maidens of a ſilly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they re wanting, 
Since we far yielding are deſign d, 
We chaſtely ſhould be granting. 


r 
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Then I'll comply and marry Pate, 
And from my cockernony, 

He's free to towzle air or late, 
Where corn rigs are bonny. 


„ 
A Sweet ſcented beau and a ſimp'ring young cit, | 


An artful attorney, a rake and a wit, 

Set out on the chace in purſuit of her heart, 
Whilit Chloe diſdainfully laagh'd at their art, 

And rouz'd by the hounds to meet the ſweet morn, 


Tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echoing horn. 


Wit ſwore by his fancy. the beau by his face, 
The lawyer with quibble ſet out on the chace, 
The cit, with exactneſs made up his account, 
The rake told his conqueſts; how vaſt the amount; 
She laugh'd at the follies, and blith as the morn, 
Tantivy, ſhe follow'd the echoing horn. 


Their clamorous noiſe rouz'd & jolly young ſwain, 

Hark forward, he cry'd, then bounc'd o'er the 
lain, 

He diane the wit, the cit, quibble and beau, 

And won the fair nymph with hollo hillio; 

Now together they ſing a ſweet hymn to the morn, 

Tantivy, they follow the echoing horn. 


— 


„ 0 
OLLY mortals, fill your glaſſes, 


Noble deeds are done by wine; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces, 


Who'd for love or beauty pine? 
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Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
. Anda thouſand charms you'll tind, 
More than Phillis has, tho? going 

In the moment to be k ind. 


Alexander hated thinking, 
Drank about at council board: 

He ſubdu'd the world by drinking 
More than by his conqu'ring ſword. 


—_ 2 1 4 - * 2 — 
* 


„„ 
HEN once I with Phillida ftray'd, 


Where rivers run murmuring by, 
And heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made, 
What ſwain was ſo happy as I ? 
My breaſt was a ſtranger to care, 
For my wealth by her kiſſes I told; 
I thought myſelf richer, by far, 
Than he that had mountains of gold. 


But now I am poor and undone, 

Her vows have prov'd empty and vain 
The kiſſes I once thought my own, 

Are beſtow'd on a happier ſwain : 
Put ceaſe, gentle ſhepherd, to deem 
Her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 

They're falſe as a midſummer dream, 

As fickle as midſummer dew. 


O Phillis, ſo fickle and fair, | 
Why did you my love then approve ? 
Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro' deſpair, 
I ſoon had forgotten to love: Fi. 
You ſmil'd, and your ſmiles were ſo ſweet, 
You ſpoke, and your words were ſo kind, 
I could not ſuſpe& the deceit, 1 
But gare my looſe ſails to the wind. 


by 
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When tempeſts the ocean de form, 
And billows ſo mountainous 1oar, 
The pilot, ſecur'd from the ſtorm, 
Ne'er ventures his bark from the ſhore, 
A ſoon as foft breezes ariſe, 
And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea, 
His art he, too credulous, tries; 
And, ſailing, is ſhipwreck'd, like me. 


bt. 


— 


& 0 W 68 


W HEN bluſhes dy'd the cheek of morn, 
And deu drops gliſten'd on the thorn ; 

When ſky-larks tun'd their carrols ſweet, 

Toe hail the god of light and heat; 

Philander, from his downy bed, 

To fair Lifetta's chamber ſped, 

Crying — Awake ſweet love of mine, 

I'm come to be thy Valentine. 


Soft love that balmy ſleep denies, 

Had long unveil d her brilliant eyes, 
Which (that a kiſs ſhe might obtain) 
She artfully had clos'd again 
He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phzbus into Thetis' lap, 
And near forgot that his defign 

Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, ſtarting, cry'd—T am undone ; 
Philander, charming youth, begone ! 
For this time, to your vows ſincere, 
Make virtue, not your love, appear : 

No fleep has clos'd theſe watchful eyes 
(Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe) 
To gen'rous thoughts your heart incline, 
And be my faithful Valentine. 1 
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The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 


Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead, 


A 


nd both agreed, ere ſetting ſun, 


To join two virtuous hearts in one: 
Their beauteous offspring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet effects of mutual love; 


A 


nd, from that hour to life's decline, 


She bleſs'd'the day of Valentine. 


—_ 
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N all mankind's promiſcuous race, 
The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wond'rous to purſue : 
And, both in country and in town, 
The curious courtier, cit; and clown, 
Solicit ſomething new. 


The poets ſtill from nature take, 

And what is ready made they make z 
Hiſtorians muſt be truce; | 

How therefore ſhall we find a road, 

Throꝰ diſſertation ſong; or ode, 
To give you ſomething new ? 


They ſay virginity is ſcarce | 


As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
And ſo is honour-too: __ 

The papers of the day imply; 

No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for ſomething new. 


We ſee alike, the woeful dearth, 
In melancholy, or in mirth 
What then ſhall ladies do ? 
Seek virtue as th' immortal prize ; 
In fine, be honeſt, and be wiſe, 
For that is ſomething new, 


. 
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T the 2 of the day, when tlie n! is 
ſtil 
And mortals the ſweet of forgetfulneſs prove, 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the 
; grove : 
*T was thus, by the cave of the mountain afar, 
While his harp rung ſymphonions, a Hermit 
began : 
No more with himſelf or with nature at war, 
He thought as a ſage, though he felt as a 
man. 


Ah why, all abandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 
| Why, alone Philomela, that languiſhing fall? 
For ſpring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 
And ſorrow no longer thy boſom enthral. 
But, if pity inſpire thee, renew the ſad lay, 
Mourn ſweeteſt complainer, man calls thee to 
mourn ; 
O ſoothe him, whoſe pleaſures like thine paſs aways 
Full quickly they paſs - but they never return. 


Now gliding remote, on the verge of the on 
The moon half extinguiſh's her creſent 
diſplays, 
But lately I mark'd, when majeſtic on high, 
She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her 
blaze- 


Roll on; thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue 
The : path that conducts thee to ſplendor again 


But man's faded glory what change ſhall renew ! 
Ah fool! to exult in a glory ſo vain! 
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*Tis night, and the landſcape is lovely no more; 
I mourn, but ye woodlands, I mourn not for 
you: | 
For morn is approaching your charms to reſtore : 
Perfum'd with freſh fragrance and glitt'ring 
with dew. | 
Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; 
Kind nature the embryo bloſſom will ſave : 
But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mouldering urn! 
O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the 


grave ! 


* 1 — — cd 


4G ontinuation of the Hermit. i 


2/F\WAS thus, by the glare of falſe ſcience 
betray'd, 
| That leads, to bewilder, and dazzle to blind: 
My thoughts wont to roam, from ſhade onward 
to ſhade, 
Deſtruction before me, and ſorrow behind. 
O pity great Father of light, then I cry'd, 
'Thy creature who fain would not wander from 
thee! | 
Lo, humbled in duſt, I relinquiſh my pride: 
From doubt and from darkneſs thou only + 
can'ſt free. 
And darkneſs and doubt are now flying away,. 
No longer | roam in conjecture forlorn, 
So breaks on the traveller, faint and aſtray, 
The bright and the balmy effulgence of morn. 
See truth, love, and mercy, in triumph deſcending, 
| And nature all glowing in Eden's firſt bloom, 
On the cold cheek of death ſmiles and roſes are 
 _ budding, 
And beauty immortal awake from the tomb, 
| And beauty, Se. 
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The Crying and Laughing Song. 


HEN I wake with painful brow, 
Ere the oock begins to crow, 

Toſſing, tumbling in my bed, 
Aching heart, and aching head, 
Pond'ring over human ills, 
Cruel bailiffs, taylors bills, 
Fluſh and pam thrown up at loo, 
When thoſe ſorrows ſtrike my view, 
1 10 1 
And to ſtop the guſhing tear, 
Wipe it with the pillow bear. 


But when ſportive evening comes, 
Routs, ridottos, balls, and drums, 
Caſinos here, feftinos there, 

Mirth and paſtime ev'ry where, 


Seated by a ſprightly laſs, 
Smiling with the ſmiling glaſs ; 
Wh-n theſe pleaſures are my lot, 
Taylors, bailiffs, all forgot, 
I laugh, - - + +» 
Careleſs what may then befall, 
Thus 1 ſhake my ſides at all. 


Then again when I peruſe, 

O'er my tea the morning news, 

| Diſmal tales of plunder'd houſes, 
Wanton wives and cuckold ſpouſes ; 
When I read of money lent, 

At ſixteen and half per cent. 


1 __— c 
But if e'er the muffin's gone. 
- $iwp'ring enters honeſt John, 


A a 
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Sir, Miſs Lucy's at the door, 


Waiting in a chaiſe and four,” 
' Inſtant vaniſh all my cares, 
Swift I ſcamper down the ſtairs, 
And laughs - < +» 
So may this indulgent throng, 
Who now ſmiling grace my ſong, 
Never more cry oh! oh! lat 
But join with me in ha ! ha! ha! 


The Crying and Laughing Song. 
HEN the hated morning's light, 
Peeping in, offends my fight, 
Toſſing to and fro in bed. 3 
Aching heart, and aching head; 
Counting o'er my various ills, 
Fickle lovers, mercers bills; 
All the ſums [I've loſt at dice, 
When theſe in my mind ariſe, 
I „„ BED. « pe 


But if *tis Pantheon night, 

Or that Ranelagh invite, 

Chicheratas here, Macheratas there, 

Or to Vauxhall I repair; 

If I meet my Lord Perfume, 

Or dear Col'nel Thunder. Bomb; 
When ſuch pleaſures are my lot, 

Fickle lovers all forgot, 

Dice and mercers bills forgot 

I laugh, 


- 


Then, if in the Morning Poſt, 

I read reputations loſt, 

Sly intrigues, and cuckold ſpouſes, 
Great debates in both the houſes ; 
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When I'm told that diſſipation, 

Folly, lux'ry, rule the nation ; 

That the rich, the young and wife, 

To true pleaſure ſhut their eyes; 
I cry, 9 


But, if e'er my tears are gone, 
Simp'ring enters honeſt John, 
Ma am, Sir Jehu's at the door, 
In his phæton and four:“ 
Inſtant all my ſorrows ceaſe, 1 
Out I run, and take my place; 
With ſuch joys the moments glide 
By my dear Sir Jehu's fide ; 
I laugh, 


Fair Hebe. 


AIR Hebe I left with a cautious deſign, 
Jo eſcape from her charms, and to drown em 
| in wine: Hanis Son 
I try'd, but found, when T came to depart,, 
The wine in my head; and ſtill love in my heart. 

I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 
Who paus'd on my caſe, and each cireumſtance 
„  weighd,. W 
Then gravely pronounc'd in return to my pray'r, 
That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 
That's a truth, reply'd I, I have no need to be 
taught, WB xa 8 
I came for your council to find out a fault: 
If that's all, quoth Reaſon, return as you came, 
To find fault with Hebe would forfeit my name. 
What hopes then, alas! af relief from my pain, 
While like lightning ſhe darts thro each throb- 
5 ing vein, : 
My ſenſes confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


_ 
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DIE U the verdant lawns and bow'rs, 
Adieu, my peace is o'er; | 


Age the ſweeteſt ſhrubs and flow'rs, 
Since Delia breathes no more. 


Adieu ye hills, adieu ye vales, 
Adieu ye ſtreams and floods, 

Adieu ſweet echo's plaintive tales, 

Adieu ye meads and woods. 


Adieu ye flocks, ye fleecy care, 9 
Adieu yon pleaſing plain: 5 
Adieu thou beanteous blooming fair, 
We ne'er ſhall meet again. 


n. 


M* ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a bog, 
And wild as a kitten, and wild as a kitten, 
Thoſe eyes in your face - (O pity my caſe) | 
Poor Dermot. hath ſmitten, poor Dermot hath. 
1 # 

For ſofter than filk, and as fair as new milk, 

Your lilly white hand is, your lilly white hand is : 
Your * like a pail, from your head to your 

tail, R | 
You're ſtrait as a wand is, you're ſtrait as a wand is. 


Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is 
As black as the devil, as black as the devil: 
Your breath is as ſweet too as any patotoe, 

Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville. 
When dreſs'd in your boddice, you trip like a 
| goddeſs, | 

So nimbly, ſo friſky ; ſo nimbly, ſo friſky : 
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A kiſs on four cheek, 'tis ſo ſoft and ſo ſleek, 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 
whiſky ; 


I grunt and I pine, and ſob like a ſwine, 
Becauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel : 
No reſt can I take, and aſleep or awake 

I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 
Your hate then give over, nor Dermot your lover, 
So cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle! | 
Or Dermot muſt die, like a pig in a ſtye, 
Or ſauff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle, 


— 


The Chaiſe Marine. 


MY deareſt life, were thou my wife, 

How happy ſhouldT be! 

And all my care in peace and war, 
Should be to pleaſure thee. 

When up and down from town to town, 
We jolly ſoldiers rove ; 

Then you, my queen, in chaiſe-marine, 
Shall move like queen of love. 


Your love I'd prize beyond the ſkies, 
Beyond the ſpoils of war 

Would'ſt thou agree to follow me, 
In humble baggage car. 

For happineſs, tho' in diftreſs, 
In ſoldiers wives is ſeen: 

And pride in coach has more reproach 
Than love in chaiſe- marine. 50 


— 


Oh! do not hold your love in gold, 
Nor ſet your heart on gain; 
Behold the great, with all their ſtate, | 
| Their lives are care and pain. 8 
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In houfe of tent, T pay to rent, 
Nor care nor trouble ſee: 
But ev'ry day I get my pay, 


And ſpend it mertily. , 


Love not the Ries, great fortune's faves, 
Who lead ignoble lives: 

Nor deign to fmile on men ſo vile, 

Who fight none but their wives. 

For Britain's right and you' we fight, 
And ery il defy: 

Should but the fair reward our care, 
With love and conſtancy. ' 


If ſighs, nor groana, nor tender moans, 
Can win your harden'd heart; 

Let love in arms, with all his charms, 
Then take a ſoldier's part. | * 

With fife and drum the ſoldiers dome, 
And all the pomp of war: 

Then don't think mean of Chaiſe-marine, 
Tis Love's I FAIR car. | 


s O N C. 
| Awpsr diols bank of flowers, 


Young Damon mourn'd his forlorn late 


In ſighs he ſpent his languid hours, 
And breath'd his woes in lonely ſtate., 


Gay joy no more ſtrall cheer his mind, 
No wanting ſports can ſoothe his care, 


Since ſweet, Amanda prov'd unkind, 


And left him full of black deſpair. 


> His looks they were as freſh as morn, 
Can now no longer ſmiles impart; 
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His penſive ſoul on ſadneſs born, 
Is rack d and torn by Cupid's dart. 


Turn, fair Amanda! cheer your ſwain, 
Unſhroud him from his veil of woe 
Range every charm to caſe his pain, 

That in his tortur'd breaſt doth grow- 


| The joys of Harveſt, 

13 pleaſure unbounded reſounds o'er the 
| plains | 

And brightens the ſmiles of the damſels and ſuains 

As they follow the laſt team of harveſt along: 

And end all their toils with a dance and a ſong, 

Poſſeſs'd of the plenty that bleſſes the year, 

And when tempeſts rattle and hurricanes roar, . 


Bleak Winter's approach they behold without fear, 
Enjoy what they have, and ne'er languiſh for more. 


Dear Chloe from them let us learn to be wile, 

And uſe every moment of life as it flies; | 

Gay youth is the Spring-time which all muſt im- 
rove 

For 8 to ripen and Harveſt to love: 

Our hearts then a provident care ſhould engage, 

To lay friendſhip in ſtore for the Winter of rage; 

Whole frowns ſhall diſarm ev'n Chloe's bright eye, 

Damp the flame in my boſom, and pale ev'ry joy. 


= 46 1 * 


A Lapland Love - Song. 
FPHOU riſing fun whoſe gladſome ray, 
Invites my fair to rural play, 


Diſpel the miſt and clear the ſkies, - 
And bring my Orra to my eyes. 
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Oh! were I ſure my dear to view, 
I'd climb the pine-tree's topmoſt bough, 
Aloft in air that quivering plays, 
And round and round for ever gaze. 


My Orra Moor, where art thou laid? 
What woods conceal my ſleeping maid ? 
Up by the roots enrag'd I'll tear 
The trees that hide my promis'd fair. 


O could I ride on clouds and ſkies, ' 
Or on the raven's pinions riſe ! 
Ye ſtorks, ye ſwans, a moment ſtay, 
And waft a lover on his way. 


My bliſs too long my bride denies, 
Apace the wafting ſummer flies; 
Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, | 
Not ftorms or nights ſhall keep me here. 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare ? 
Oh! love has ſtronger fetters far? F 
By bolts of fteel are limbs confin'd, 
But cruel love enchains the mind. 


No longer then perplex the breaſt ;_ 
When thoughts perplex, the firſt are beſt : 
*Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay: 
Away to Orra, haſte away, 


— 


SO MN Oo 


HE that will not merry merry be 
With a gen'rous bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridwell be ſhut up, 

And faſt bound to a polt, 
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Let him be merry, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, here : 
For who can know where we ſhall go 
To be merry another year ? 
Let him be merry, &c. 
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He that will not merry, merry be, 

And take his glaſs in courſe, 
May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 
With ne'er a peygny in his purſe, 

Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 
May be be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her nile. 
Let him be merry, &c. 


He that will not merry, merry be 
With his miſtreſs in his bed, 
Loet him be bury'd in the church yard, 
And me put in his ſtead, 
Let him be merry, &c. 


Ss O N G. 


D® you hear, brother ſportſmen, the ſound of 
| the horn, | | 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline? 


For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and, ere it is morn, 


With me the ſweet melody join. 


Through the wood and the valley the traitor we'll i 


rally, | 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; 
While hounds, in full cry, thro' hedges {hall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till he dies, 


Bb 
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Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields 
Both willing and joyous repair ; 
No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields 


Then chacing the fox and the hare. 


Fox ſuch comforts, my friend, on the ſportſman 
attend, * 
No pleaſure like hunting is found, 
For when it is o'er, as briſk as be fore, 
Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 


** — —— Ft at. tht 


As I was ganging o'er the lee, 

I chanc'd to look behind, | 
And wha right glancing ſnu'd I ſee 

But woodland Joe the hind. 
When he had gang'd the bracs a while 

He ſaid to me my dow, 0 
May I not ſit upon this ſtile 

And kifs your bonny mou”. 


Kind fir, ye are a wee miſta'en, 
For J am nane of theſe, 

I hope ye ſome more breeding ken, 
Than ruffle laſſes claiths. 

The Jad was check*d, and vow'd to ſeck 
Young Jane wi' blithſome brow, 

She'd — him clafp her round the neck, 
And kiſs her bonny mou'. 


I ca'd him then proud hearted ſwain, 
And laith to be faid nay 

A ſonſey thought be ſtarted then, 
And nam'd the wedding- day. | 

He's braw and blith, I 1k'd him weel- 
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Nor frown upon him now, 
Tho' bolder grown, his vows to ſeal, 
He kiſs'd my bonny mou'. 


— — 


The Bonny Sailor. 


M* bonny ſailor's won my mind, 
My beart is now with bim at ſea; 


I hope the ſummer's weſtern breeze 
Will bring him ſafely back to me: 

I wiſh to hear what glorious toils, 
What dangers he has undergone ; 
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What forts he's ſtorm'd, how great the ſpoils, 


From France and Spain my failor's won. 


A thouſand terrors chill'd my breaſt, 
When fancy brought the foe in view, 

And day and night I've had no reſt, 
Leſt ev'ry gale a tempeſt blew ; 

Bring, Jn # gales, my ſailor home; 
His ſhip at anchor may I ſee; 

'Three years are ſure enough to roam, 


Too long for one that loyes like me, 


His face by ſultry climes is wan, 

His eyes by watching ſhines leſs bright ; 
But ſtill I'll own my charming man, | 
And run to meet him when in fight : 

His honeſt heart is what I prize, 
No weather can make that look old: 
Tho' alter d were his face and eyes, 

J'll love wy jolly ſailor bold · 


— — 
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Fart kindred and friends ſweet Betty, 


Leave kindred and friends for me, 
Aſſur'd thy ſervant is ſtead y: 
To love, to honour, and thee; 
The gifts of nature and fortune, 
May fly by chance as they came, 
They're grounds the deſtinies ſport on, 
But virtue is ever the ſame. 


Altho' my fancy were roving, 

Thy charms fo heav'nly appear, 
That other beauties diſproving, i 

I'd worſhip thee only, my deat: 
And ſhould life's ſorrows embitter, 

© The pleaſure we promis'd. our loves, 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 

Than moan aſunder like doves. 


Oh! were I but once fo bleſſed, 
"Po graſp my love in my arms, 
By thee to be graſp'd, and kiſs'd, 
And live on thy heaven of charms; | 
I'd laugh at fortune's caprices, 
Should fortune capricious prove. 
Tho? death ſhould tear me to pieces, 
I'd die a martyr to love. 


— r . 1 5 — — HY 
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The Days of bs | 


, SOLICITATION. * 


VON Thyrſis, the pride of the plain, 
Cleora had often addreſs'd. | 
Truth and honour were found in the ſwain 
And the nymph was the brighteſt conteſt, 
Yet {till to his paſſion unkind, 
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Unheeded ſhe heard his fond tale, 
With the pangs of deſpair in his mind, 
He ſorrowful figh'd thro? the vale, 

He ſorrowful figh'd thro⸗ the vale. 


Impell'd by the ſondeſt a | 
He ſought the dear maid once again, 
From his conſtancy hop'd a reward 
For there ne'er was a more faithful ſwain ; 
With her flecks as ſhe ſtray'd in the grove, ' 
The language of love he eſſay'd; 
He begg'd ſhe'd his paſſion approve, - 
And a ſmile beam'd at laſt from the * | 
And a ſmile, &c. 
0 ſmile my Cleora again, | 
The cares of my boſom relieve, 
Nor treat me with frowns or diſdain, 
For your Thyrſis will never deceive; 
More ſoften'd Clegra replied, 
I pity the pangs in your breaſt, 
Complain then no more of my pride, 
Aud Thyrſis may hope for the beft- 
And Thyrſis, &c. 


HOPE, 


VAIN forrows and cares ſhall no longer moleſt, 
While hope, pleaſing hope, reigns in Thyrſis fond 
l breaſt, * 
While hope, pleafing hope, &c. 
Cleora, dear charmer at length has prov'd kind, 
And baniſh'd ſuſpicions and doubts from my 
mind: 
And baniſh'd ſuſpicions, &c. 
Her ſmiles gave a rapture J cannot declare. 
And prov'd that the nymph is as kind as ſhe” 5 fair;. 
Her ſmiles, & e. 
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Ye moments, ye hours, and ye days ſwiftly fly, 
Till the maid with my utmoſt requeſt ſhall comply ; 
Still ſhade her, ye trees, from the heat of the day, 
And near her ye lambkins ſtill frolic and play, 

She taught me to hope, and diſpell'd my deſpair, 
Which proves that the nymph is as kind as ſhe's fair. 


Sweet hope, thou attendant of fondeſt deſire, 

From a lover like Thyrſis you ne'er ſhall retire, 
But ſootb his fond paſſion from morning to night, 
And comfort his mind with the thought of delight, 
Cleora at laſt has diſpell'd my deſpair, 5 
Which proves that the nymph is as kind as ſhe's fair ! 


| CONSENT, 


IN the woodbines pleaſing ſhade, 
There I preſs'd the lovely made, 
Fondly told again my love, 

Fondly told, &c. | 

While the linnets ſung above. 

. While the linnets, &c. 
Turtles round were heard to coo, 
Whilſt in ſofteſt words I woo ; 
Fair Cleora now incline, | 
55 Fair Cleora, &c. 

Let me take this hand of thine: 
Let me take, &c. 


Does ſhe then conſent at laſt ! 
Every anxious doubt is paſt; 
Bluſhing does ſhe yield ber hand, 
Owning nature's foad command, 
Catch ye winds the pleaſing ſound, 
And convey the news around, 
Fair Cleora does incline, 


Now with me her hand to join: 


Now with me, &c. 


*— — 


CELEBRATION. 


How ſweetly the merry bells ring. 
How ſweetly the merry bells ring, 
How gay is each nymph and each ſwain, 
As blith as the lark in the ſpring, 
The tabor ſounds over the plain : 
\ The tabor, &c. 
From the church comes the bridegroom and bride, 
Young Thyrſis Cleora has wed ; 
The virgins all dreft by her fide, 
With bluſhes their cheeks overfpread : 
With bluſhes, &c. | 


So riſes the morn from the caſt, 
All nature to cheriſh below, 
With charms which cannot be expreſs'd, 
And bleſſings on all to beſtow; 
How happy is Thyrſis to prove, 
The ſweets which on Hymen attend, 
The raptures of virtue and love, 
The miſtreſs, the wife, and the friend; 


Ye ſwains like young Thyrſis be true, 
Ye nymphs like Cleora be kind, 
Keep virtue and prudence in view, 
And ſweets you will certainly find. 
Then the village for you ſhall be gay, | 
The bells and the tabor reſound, 
And pleaſure prolong the glad day, 
When Hymen your wiſhes has crown'sd. » 


— + ——_— 
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O' ER hs and mountains ride, barten, 


and bare, 
As wearied and wilder'd I roam, 
A gentle young ſhepherdeſs ſees my deſpair, 
And leads me o'er lawns to her home: 
And leads me, &c. | ; 
Yellow ſheafs from rich Cercs her cottage had 
crown'd, | 
Green ruſhes were firew'd on the floor, 
Her caſements ſweet woodbines crept n 
round, 1 
And deck'd the ſod ſeat at her door. 7 
And deck'd, &c- 


We fat ourſelves down to a cooling repaſt, 
Freſh fruit, and ſhe cull'd me the belt, | 
Whilſt _ from my guard by ſome glances ſhe 


Love "Oily ſtole into my breaſt. 

I told my ſoft wiſhes, ſhe ſweetly reply 
(Ye virgins her voice was divine) 

I have rich ones rejected, and great ones deny'd. 
Yet take me, fond ſhepherd, I'm thine. 


Her air was ſo modeſt, her aſpect ſo meek, 
90 ſimple tho ſweet were her charms, 
I kiſe'd the ripe roſes that glow'd on her cheek, 
And lock'd the lov'd maid in my arms. 
No jocund together we tend a few ſheep, 
And if on the banks by the ſtreaes, 
- Reclin'd on her boſom I fink into ſleep, 
Her image ſtill ſoftens my dream. 


. | Together we range o'er the ſlow riſing hilly, 


Delighted with paſtoral views, 


- SONGSTER,” 
Or reſt on rocks where ſtreamlet diſtilla, 


And marks out new themes for my : 


To pomp or proud titles ſhe ne'er cou d aſpire, 


The damſel's of humble deſcent; 


The cottager Peace is well known for her fre, 


The en have nam'd her Content: , 
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The Sailor" Adieu. 


Disragg me with thoſe tears no more, 


One kiſs my love and then adieu; 
The laſt boat deftin'd for the ſhore, 
Waits deareſt girl alone for you: 
Soon, ſoon before the light wind borne, 
Shall I be ſever'd from your fight ; 
You left the lonely hours to mourn, 
And weep thro? many a ſtormy night. 


When far along the reſtleſs deep, 
In trim array the ſhip ſhall ſteer, 
Your form, remembrance ſtill ſhall keep, 
Your worth, affection ſtill revere: 
And with the diftance from your eyes, 
My love for you ſhall be increas'd, 
As to the pole the needle lies, 
And fartheſt off, till varies leaſt. 


While round the bowl the cheerful crew, 

Shall fing of triumphs on the main, 
My thoughts ſhall fondly turn to you, 
Of you alone ſhall be my ſtrain : 

And when we've bow'd the leaguing foe, 

Revengeful for our country's wrong, 
Returning home my heart ſhall ſhew 

No fiction grac'd my artleſs ſong. 


ce 
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4 "The Chalice of T Bite Lock. : A 

pip choice of three lovers I have to be fue, 
ne is rich, one is handſome, and one "ry 

2 This i i Gti, is young—the other half way; 


One is wiſe, one is witty, and one is yea nay. 


"4 


Love lives not with poverty, oft I've been told, 
\ Nor can it with age, tho' ſurrounded with gold ; 
The handſome and witty are each fond of Rt, 
80 I'll neither chuſe poverty, beabiy, nor pelf. 


But give me the man who is bleſt with good ſenſe, 
The raptures of life are ſtill flowing from thente, 
Tho' plain in his perſon, not rich, nor yet poor, 
Tl give him my hand, fill to love and adore. 


| I'll dreſs me in ſmiles, and good humour each day, 
Or mo whey he grieves, and be gay, when he's 


With = Jondeſt affection attend bim tliro? life, 
And * by Sa what is a good wife. 
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The 1 Miller. 
PT HERE was a jolly miller once liv'd on the 


river Dee; 
He danc'd and he ſung from morn till night, no 
| lark ſo blithe as he. 
And this the burthen of his ſong for ever us d to be, 
I care for no-body, no, not I, f no body cares for 
me. 


-F live by my mill, Cod bleſs her! ſhe's kindred, 
child, and wife; 
I would not change wy ſtation for any other in life. 


\ 
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No lawyer, fargeon, vt dofter; eber bad u grokt 
from me. me. 


I care for nobody, ne; not I, if no- body cires for 


When ſpring begins its merry career, bh ! bow his 
heart grows gay! [fad decay, 
No ſummer's drouth alarms his fears, no winter's _ 
No foreſight marrs the miller's joy, who's wont to 
ſing and ſay, to day. 
Let others toil from year to year, I live from day 


Thus, like the miller bold and free. let us rejoice 
and fihg (on the wing. 
The days of youth are made for glee, and time is 
This ſong ſhall paſs from me to thee along this 
jovial ring: the king. 
Let heart and voice and all agree to ſay long live 


_ | — Se 4 > + 


| Blow high, blow bw. 
LOW high, blow low, let tempeſts tear 
The mainmaſt by the board, 
My heart with thoughts of thee my dear, 
And love well ford, 5 
Shall brave all danger, ſcorn all fear, 
The roaring winds, the raging ſeas 
In hopes on ſhore, 
To be onte more 
Safe moor'd with thee. 


Aloft, while mountains high we go, 
The whiſtling winds that ſcud along, 
And the ſurge roaring from̃ below, 
Shall my ſignal be to think on thee, 
Shall my ſignal be 
To think on thee. 
And this ſhall be my ſong, 
Blow high, &c. 
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And on that night when all the crew 
The mem'ry of their former lives 
O'er flowing cans of flip renew, 
And drink their ſweethearts and their wives, 
I'll heave a ſigh, I'll heave a figh 
And think on thee ; 
And as the ſhip rolls thro” the ſea, 
The burden of my ſong ſhall be. 
Blow high, Kc. 


* 


Good Night, and Joy be wi you. 
He happy's he, whoe'er he he 


That in his life meets one true friend, 
Who cordially does ſympathiſe 
In words, in action, heart and mind. 
My kind reſpects do not neglect 
Altho' my wealtn or * be ſmall 
With a melting heart and a mournful eye 
I beg the Lord be with you all. 


My loving friends, I kiſs your hands, 
For time invites me for to move; 
On your poor ſervant lay commands, 
Who is ambitious of your love. 
He—whoſe pow'r and might, both day and night, 
Governs the depths, makes rain to fall, 
To ſun and moon gives courſe of light, 
Direct, protect, defend you all. 


I do proteſt, within my breaſt, 
Your memory I'll not neglect ; 
On that record I'll lay arreft, 
Hell's tury ſhall not alter it. 20 JY 63 
All ] deſire of eartlily bliſs, 
Is to be freed from guilt or thrall; 
I hope my God will grant me this : 
Good night, and joy be with you all. 
I X. 


